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TO EGERIA. 

/^^ THOU that makest love seem fair 

And friendship true ; 
Mild influence of the evening air, 

Light of the dew : 
That earnest to me eve and morn, 

In youth's dreamland ; 
Curling no lip of scorn, 

Leading me by tlie hand : 
Fair Poesy, passionate Poesy, 

Forsakest thou me ? 

Thou wert the light of these lorn eyes : 
Thou camest in no shy disguise. 
Thou camest like new-falFn snow, 

B 



2 To Egerta. 

Which morn's first beams make glistering with 
rose-haes ! 
O hair, brow, breast and lips, 
Could ye know this eclipse ? 
Could ye be lost, — I lose? 
Yet it is long ago ! 

Egeria of my destiny, 
Come back to me ! 
Come back ere life's last smouldering ashes bum ! 
Return! return! 
I seek thee by the hidden rill. 
Whose alders fringe the silent hill : 
I seek thee by the wandering shore, 
Where moonbeams sleep, or waters roar : 
By wood and grot, by fount and tree, 
I wander ever, seeking thee. 
Wilt thou elude me still ? 
Wilt thou be found no more ? 
Poesy, Poesy, let me find the print 



'^ 



To Egeria. 

Of thj light foot on fem^ or mos8, or reed ; 
Or see thj robe has brush'd to a deeper tint 
Trefoil or silver-weed. 

Since thoa art hidden firom mj sight ; 

Since thine eyes poor 
No longer into mine their white 
Spiritual light. 
Seem I to love thee more. 
I long to clasp thee till the wild blood's dance 

Wearily swoon 
To a sweetly thrilling lull of rapturous trance. 
Spirit, come to me soon ; 
Show thy fair countenance : 
And let me kiss and cling, and cling and kiss, 

Till my frail clay 
Grow one with thee, — be never torn away 
From its sweet bliss. 

Poesy, passionate Poesy, 
Return to me ! 



^ To Egeria. 

Hope is not hope, peace is not peace, 
Nor gladness gladness, without thee. 

Nor ease true ease. 
I know thou wilt return, and bless 
Thy lover in his deep distress. 
I will be quiet, — I shall find 
Tlieo under some broad elm reclined ; 
In some light pinnace on some lake. 

Where noontide ripples glance and play, 
I shall perceive thee, and pursue ; 
Or thy feign'd flight shall overtake 
Round headland of some joyous bay, 
And find thee true. 
The fluttering of thy robe of gold 
Cannot be near. 
At mom, or eve, or noon. 
And I not hear : — 
But thou, but thou, come soon ! 
Come soon, ere these frail limbs are stiff" and cold : 
For I grow old ! 
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' But a dream within a dream." 



PICTURES. 

Guy. 

1 AEAR Mildred, look, how yonder bar of cloud 
Severe the snowy summit of the Alp. 

M, It seems a bar, but is in truth a wreath, 
A garland of white vapour. 

G. Noble Alp ! 

Like some pale woman, with her crown of woe ! 
And how the sun will gently touch at last 
The misty coronal to glorious gold ! 

M. How blue the water is, Guy ! when I dip 
My hand, it looks half like a dyer's hand. 
And our small rudder leaves a streak as blue 
As any wild gap in an English sky. 

G, Steady ! now steer us to the little isle. 
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No, — not this side, but where the shadow falls. 
Three little trees, I bless you. 

M. You are hot 

With rowing. Rest a little. Byron says 
Poor Bonnivard, between his prison bars, 
Could see this tiny island. Could he, now ? 
For when you stand upon the castle bridge 
And look across the bay you scarcely see it. 
It mingles with the marish of the Rhone, 
Quite undistinguishable from the land. 

O. I have not seen the chamber. 

M. Nor have I. 

Yet how now should I ? For I never go, 
Unless you go. 

O. Mil, we will go some day. 

M. Where were you all the morning ? 

G. In the gorge 

Behind Villeneuve. I should have come to you. 
But I was out of humour. So I climb'd 
The dry bed of our torrent, till I found 
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A snug nook, half way up, and read a book. 

I think I read straight on an hour or more ; 

For Apuleius, — 'twas his Golden Ass 

I read in, — ^took my fancy. Part, because 

The voices of a century long dead 

Struck strangely in his old Milesian tales : 

But chiefly for the legend which he tells 

Of Eros' love for Psyche. Beautiful 

It is ! of all old legends I have read, 

I think, the sweetest ! It would seem to be — 

It is not easy to interpret it — 

A sort of allegory of the soul. 

Which loves, and is degraded ; then endures 

Much trial ; till, its long probation o'er, 

Love lifts it up to immortality. 

M, Could you translate it ? 

6r. No : it is too long. 

But what I could, I did do. For I made 
Eight little pictures, — drawn in words, you know, — 
On leaves and scraps of letters that I had. 
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In which is not a tithe of his long tale : 
And yet the best of it. You have the pith 
Of the whole story : yes, and more than once, 
I think that I have given his very words. 

M, Have you these with you ? 

G. Yes. 

M. Then, read them now. 

6r. You will be disappointed : you must read 
The story — 

M. Come, begin. 

O, Mil, you must think them 

Eight little pictures, not a history. 
I dare not call them Idylls ; for the world 
Sets up a cry, if any poet now 
Dare speak of Idylls, but the Laureate. 
And yet they are. 

M. Come, will you read them, Guy. 

O. Well, I begin : — now, listen to the first, — 
The worship which the people paid to her. 
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T^SYCHE, the princess, — of her chequer'd fate, 
The sorrows, the delights, the happy close. 

Two sisters, older than herself, were fair : 
And they were fortunate, and wedded kings. 
But Psyche, — she, the loveliest, — was a maid. 
And there was none had courage to aspire 
To loose the 'broidery of her virgin zone. 

No maid more beautiful in all the world. 
The very sunbeams seem'd afraid to touch 
The ringlet on her shoulder. And to all 
Was added such an ease of maiden grace. 
The people, when they look'd on her, were awed. 
And raised the right hand to the adoring lip. 



12 Pictures. 

They said, " 'Tis Aphrodite, whom the foam 
Of sunny billows nurtured. She is come 
To dwell with mortals : beauteously disguised 
In fleshy frailness : to be seen of men, 
And loved, and worshipped!" so they scattered 
flowers. 

" Or else,'* some whisper'd, " in celestial realms, 

A brighter Aphrodite, secretly, 

Lurk'd, lovelier than the three whom Paris knew." 

And so the streets were odorous with the smell 
Of incense-cloud and garland. 

Then the fame 
Of Psyche sped in many a flying ship 
To smiling islands of the utmost sea. 
And warring nations laid aside the sword ; 
The clustering bunches rotted on the vines ; 
The grass grew in the agoras of rich towns ; 
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The owl cried in the palaces of kings. 
And on the shore and hills the glimmering tents, 
About her city, fluttered in the light, 
Numberless as white ripples on the bay. 

And so the people, eddying to and fro. 

Jabbering and shouting in a hundred tongues, 

Came from the tents and idly-swaying ships, 

With victims garlanded and wreathed brows : 

And ere the white feet of the princess stepp'd 

Across the threshold of her royal home, 

The air was darkened with the falling flowers : 

The exulting music echoed in the hills ; 

The keen knives glitter'd and the censers swung. 

Such utter phrensy prompted loyal souls 

To adoration of the beautiful. 

Then Aphrodite, sitting solitary. 

Mused in her temples crumbling to decay. 

The ashes on her altars moulder'd cold : 
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The priestesses forsook the sacred shades. 

The chaplets wither'd on the graceful stone 

Skilful Praxiteles had carved in vain. 

None trimm'd the sail for Paphos : Cnidus sigh'd : 

And proud Cythera cower'd a lonesome waste. 



M, Guy, do you think the girl we saw last night 
Was like your little Psyche ? 

G. Not at all. 

The Vaudois are not pretty. 

M. But she was. 

G. Love, — not to vex you, and omitting one, 
Of course, — now, I should call the English girls 
The prettiest little creatures in the world. 

M, But Psyche, I should fancy, was a Greek. 

G. — So modest; such a flush of changeful grace 
And colour in the cheek ; such hair — 
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M. Guy, will you — 

Now read the second. 

G. Why call Psyche little ? 

M. How should I know ? and yet she must have 
heen. 
Eros was but a boy. — What follows next? 

G. What Aphrodite, Eros' mother, planned. 
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TJUT Aphrodite, gentle as a dove 

"^"^ To whom she favours, — as a dove that coos 

Long summer evenings to its amorous mate, — 

Grew cruel as a wolf with jealousy : 

And, smothering her fierce passion, she arose, 

Fix'd in resolve, and call'd the wandering boy. 

Smiling he foUow'd, with the lustrous curls 

Golden about his neck and rosy wings ! 

Bow in his hand, gay quiver at his side ! 

Eros, the beautiful, the world's despair ! 

And they too came to view the festival ; 

And Cytherea's cheek was flush'd with shame : 

But Eros wonder'd. Then she seized his hand, y^^ 
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And led him to the palace : and he saw 
Psyche ; and knew at once the rankling wrong. 

One handy — her left, — on his left shoulder laid, 
The other pointing, from an outstretched arm. 
With pearly-naiFd forefinger, her pale lips 
Stoop'd, till they touch'd his ear: and whispering — 
From quivering rage, not with least thought or fear 
Of listeners, — her pent passion flow'd in words : — 

" Look, boy, the little pest ! the puny thief! 
And she, forsooth, must share my sacrifice ! 
For such a little asp fair Cnidus mourns ! 
For her Cythera saddens ! even for her 
The Paphian waves lisp on a lonely shore ! 
And I, primaeval Mother, source of joy 
And laughing mirth and life, blush in my shrines ! 
And my good name, long registered in heaven, 
Is soiFd and spotted with such earthly dross ! 
Now, by the bond of kindred, by sweet wounds 
c 
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Of thy wing'd arrows, and the honied warmth 
Of dear love's torch, lead me to my revenge ! 
Thou canst do all things, — wed her to a clown ; 
A squalid, wretched, amorous, low beast ; 
And let him be the vilest of mankind, 
The filthiest groveller in all the world ! " 

She ended : Eros looked ; and took his bow. 
And still he look'd, and, smiling, acquiesced. 
But who can ever trust Love, if he smiles ? 
Then most deceiving when most seeming true. 

Yet Aphrodite left him, and was pleased. 
The jealousy of wounded vanity 
Died with the sweet assurance of revenge. 
She lingered on the green marge of the shore, 
Where soft waves ebb and flow with sportive change : 
With rosy feet, that brush'd the topmost spray 
From dancing sunlit wavelets, as she passed. 
She stepp'd ethereally from crest to crest, 
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And took her seat upon the watery couch : 
And all the deities of the secret deep 
Perceived and rose. With Siren harmony, 
Like leaves of lilies with their snowy flowers, 
Buoyant upon the brine the Nereids sang. 
Portunus, with his azure-colour'd beard, 
Salacia, with her lap of fish, and he, 
Palaemon, charioteer, and the gay troop 
Of Tritons, led or followed. Ever one 
Was sounding softly his melodious shell. 
And others held a silken canopy, 
To shield her sacred beauty from the heat. 
And one, — for beauty deals with vanity, — 
Held the clear miiTor. So the distance took 
The joyous rout, and laughter died away. 



M. Beautiful Aphrodite! 
G, Yet she had. 

As you would say, a temper. 
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M, Vicious, too. 

But row us on now to the little moat 
Behind the castle wall. 

I like to hear 
The dripping of the oars. How hot it is ! 
And yet the sun flames not so high above 
The Jura mountains, but his disk will dip 
Below them in an hour. — The castle draws 
Nearer and nearer. What a lovely scene ! 

Lac Geneve ! I love you ! Lac Geneve ! 

1 like to say it over— ^" Lac Geneve," — 
There seems so sweet a music in the words. 
Your Aphrodite, when she sail'd away, 

Left not a fairer shore. — Our own Villeneuve : 
The green rich marish where the friendly Rhone 
Joins with the lake : the snowy peaks beyond : 
The Savoy hills, cloud-capp'd, yet summer green, 
Save where the torrents of the winter gone 
Have left a scar : here, Clarens, — though I care 
Not much for Clarens : — Vevey : — ^love, take care : 
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Your blade is grating on the castle wall. 
Row up the little moat, beneath the trees : 
It will be cool. 

O, Do you know Cully ? 

M. No. 

G. Look, you can see it, — ^yonder ! First you 
mark 
Rivaz Saint Saphorin : then, a little bend : 
And then a line of poplars. 

M, Yes, I see. 

G. The sweetest little nook about your lake ; 
If you but lie there in the avenue, 
Upon a rustic seat which you would find. 
But are you ready for our next. Mil ? 

M. Yes. 

G, So, listen : — The Milesian Oracle. 
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III. 

OS W KKT 18 praise ! and sweet to be admired ! 
Hut to bo loved is sweeter ! Victims wreath'd 
Whli ^jurluiidn, and the music of a feast, 
Mwy pUmno u jfoddoss, but a woman craves 
Ciult»t, uud little children round her knees. 

Ho |irlin'oi*i* P*yoho thought upon the lot 
( M' h»M' two niHtoi^H, who were not so fair, 
AimI wouhl huvo ^ivon her beauty willingly, 
To hti \Mk thoy. Men came to worship her; 
Mt^u (n^me to pmise her; but none came to woo: 
\h\v m u nUUue on u pedestal, 
(iurvtul out of marble by the sculptor's skill, 
Tliey lookM on her, and wonder'd, and were gone. 

So when she pined and fretted, and consumed 
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With weeping her rich treasure^ — hating it, 
The more that all men loved it, — it was clear 
How this would end. So came the grieving king 
To old Miletus, to the oracle. 
And craved the wish'd-for blessing for his child. 

Then god Apollo spake ambiguously, 

Till blessing seem'd but cursing : — bitter words : — 

" High on the craggy mountain's barren crown 
The bridegroom waits. He is not of this world. 
Prepare the couch funereal ! lead the bride ! 
He is no mortal, but a viperous birth : 
Dire mischief, fierce and cruel. As he flies 
Through ether, desolating all the world, 
Zeus trembles, and the Stygian Furies cower 
Into a deeper darkness. — But he waits ! 
Prepare the couch funereal ! lead the bride ! " 

there was wailing in the palaces. 

And scattering of cold ashes ! for they cried, — 
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** The wrath of Heaven has fall'n ! the doom is 
come!'' 



M, Not long, but sad enough. 

(L The next is sadder. 

I liiilf inclined to join it with the last. 

M, It opon'd daintily, the tiny — what? 
Idyll, you call it? 

a. Hush ! 

M, Then I must say, — 

Tlin |)i(!tur(5. Truly, though, to hear you talk, 
You might bo some grave sire of fifty, Guy. 
WiiH tliiit in Apuloius ? 

(L Never mind. 

But listen to what follows : — On the Crag. 



Pictures. 



IV. 

OO many a day pass'd o'er in grief and tears, 

And all the city sorrow'd with its king. 
The people spake with trembling, and the streets 
Were desolate in the noonday. Till at length 
The hour drew near, — the inevitable hour. 

Then like a vaporous streak along the line 
Of misty summits of a mountain range, 
Black with its pent-up thunder and its rain. 
The long procession gathered. So began 
The deadly nuptials. Many a flickering torch 
Bum'd ashy, black and sooty. The sweet sounds 
Of bride-protecting Herd's happy pipes 
Changed to a plaintive Lydian melody. 
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The wonted gladdening hymeneal song 
Sank to a dismal wailing. And the bride 
Sullied the yellow veil with her salt tears. 

Now with a sudden courage, whispering 
Low words of solace to the unconsoled, 
The maiden took her place : and many an hour 
They climb'd the rough ruts to the barren crag. 
Then, lingering, — with a cry, the rocky glens 
Took up, and lulFd to music, — they trod out 
And threw asidje their torches ; and with sighs 
And drooping brows pass'd on their homeward way. 

But Psyche parted the loose wandering hair 

From her pale forehead and her trembling knees ; 

And saw them not, but only saw a star 

And gathering night, and shriek'd. But Zephyrus, 

Mysterious courier of the crafty god, 

With his soft touch stole gently : cool'd the heat 

Which burn'd her forehead : fluttered in her breast: 



V 
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Played with her garments: toy'd with her bright 

hair: 
And with chaste, tenderest fingers lifting her, 
Laid her in his smooth bosom : and adown 
The mountain side dropped like a wild bird's plume 
Into the flowery hollow of the dell. 



M, 'Tis not so melancholy as I fear'd. 
Before one's tears can fall Zephyrus comes. 
One trembles on the threshold of delight. 
But shall you not describe her ? 

G. No : because 

Fine words obscure true beauty. He does not. 
He mutters something of the helplessness 
Of human speech, and so he passes on. 
Yet Apuleius was an orator 
Who held men listening to his honied words 



28 Pictures. 

Hour after hour together. He could paint, — 
If any could, — the beauty of a maid. 
In language rich as sunset : though his style, 
I fear, is crabb'd enough. 

M. His Latin? 

G. Yes. 

'Twas strange to him. 

M, But does he never try 

To paint a woman? 

(t. O yes ! he can grow 

Eloquent on that subject. In one place 
I think he has a dozen lines or more 
Upon the beauty of a woman's hair. 

M. Has he ? can you remember them ? 

G. Why, no. 

Yet stay : — I shall but parody them, though :— 
Something of this kind : — 

Gods, how exquisite 
The charm of hair, if of a beauteous hue : 
When its rich lustre flashes back the sun, 
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Or shines with milder radiance, rarying 
Its lovely face with every change of light ! 
Now it emits a brightness like pore gold : 
Now shaded off into the softer hues 
Of honey ! At one minute raven black ; 
Another, with the myriad blossom'd tints 
Reflected from the sunny wooddove's neck ! 
Or when anointed with Arabian drops, 
Cloven by the white tooth of the slender comb, 
And gatlier^d up behind the head, it meets 
Like a bright mirror the glad lover's eyes ! 
Most beautiful, if its luxuriant mass 
Accumulates upon the crown, or flows 
Over the shoulders in unbraided curls ! 

M, O glorious Apuleius ! 

G. Ah, the pride 

Of women ! But, now, love, — The Wedding Day. 
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V. 

TTJSYGHE, reclined upon the dewy bed 

Of herbage, slept: and when she woke at 
morn, 
She rose refresh'd, and full of happy thoughts. 
What dreams had she, through the long starry 

night,— 
A sad forsaken maiden ? But they were 
Such dreams as made her cheeks glow like the rose. 

Now with inquisitive and wondering eyes 

Prying, she came upon a secret grove. 

And in the leafy inner sanctuary 

She found a crystal fount. And near the fall, — 

Builded as if to music of the fall, — 

A palace : manifestly not the work 
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Of human handS| but of some demigod, 
Or even a god : so exquisitely wrought : 
With such surpassing subtlety of art 
The embedded silver made the pillars light. 

She climb'd the steps of marble. She perceived 
No " cave canem " in the vestibule : 
But " Enter, Psyche," in the polished slab. 
Woven with golden vine-leaves. Charm'd,she peer'd 
In at the open portal. 

Not a sound 
Came from the sculptured Atrium : not a breath 
Was audible, unless perchance her own, 
Chaste little fluttering heart ! Then, stealing in 
On tip-toe ; looking sideways, if the leaves 
Of slim acacia rustled j stopping often. 
And looking buck, and listening ; she grew bold ; 
And stepping firmly, wander'd through the rooms. 

The lofty ceilings, curiously arch'd 

With cedar and pale ivory, smiled, upheld 
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On golden columns. Underfoot, true gems 

Flash'd up in living pictures : and the walls 

Were fretted and emboss'd with amethyst 

And jacinth, into legends of the gods. 

Here Bacchus and his rout, a motley scene : 

And every lifted cymbal was a pearl. 

Here gloomy Dis's steeds rose from the ground, 

Dazed with the light, yet supple to his hand : 

And fair Persephone look'd up among 

The daffodils of Enna. But the pride 

And masterpiece of all, — in which the skill 

Of the celestial artist, you could see, 

Had striven to overmatch his former toil, — 

Was Paris with the apple. Here there. 

Her brows encinct with a white diadem, — 

Wrought in with silver, pallid as the light 

Of autumn evenings, — stood, composed and calm. 

Holding a sceptre. But Athene wore 

The glittering helmet, twisted with wild leaves 

Of olive. As she frown'd, she shook on high 
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Her broad shield of blue metal, and her spear, 
With threatening restless gesture. And the One, — 
She, Aphrodite, — ^with an artful smile, 
Stoop'd to her troop of little winged loves. 
They, dancing round her, like the arrowy flames 
Of torches which they brandish'd, were as fair 
As summer roses, which the circling Hours 
And neat-hair'd Graces scattered at her feet. 

So Psyche, over-curious, could not rest. 
Till she saw all : and followed her desire, 
As sunlight tracks the shadow of a cloud : 
And happy as the sunlight, lingering, pleased : 
And noiseless as the sunlight paused her foot. 
And when her limbs wearied with wandering 
From chamber unto chamber, she reclined 
Upon a silken couch, and would have slept ; 
But could not for strange fancies. Then arose . 
The sweetest music she had ever heard, 
And vocies heavenlier, singing. They were not 
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Far o£^ but near her. Silence seem'd to take 

A stealthy minute to reveal she had 

Utterance more sweet than sound. She did but 

dream! 
Surely she dream'd ! 

Soy putting back the waste 
Of ringlets, fallen upon her &ce awhile. 
She lean'd upon her elbow. 

Then one spake. 
And sweetly solved the riddle : — " Mistress, rest : 
Your limbs are weary. We will watch beside 
The couch, and call soft sleep to seal your eyes. 
Then we will lead you to the bath, and make 
Your beauty fresh as morning. Then recline 
And taste our banquet. We are handmaidens. 
If it were not our office, — which it is, — 
Still it would be our pleasure." 

Psyche, pleased, 
Obey'd. Then sang. Slow sleep came at their call ; 
And passing by the couch, perceived, and touch'd 
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The eyelids of the maiden. Evening fell. 
The bath refreshed her. The rich banquet took 
Fair order without hands, — nectar and flowers 
And glossy, pulpy fruits. Then some one play'd 
A l3rre9 and others sang. And when the night 
Fell on her, unexpecting, she was led. 
In a sweet trance, on to the nuptial couch, 
And wondering, but not fearful, bade them go. 

And when the midnight, like an oracle. 

Grew ominous with strange mystery, Eros came. 



M, So that was little Psyche's wedding, was it ? 
— Look, here is hart's-tongue ! 

6r. What a dainty leaf ! 

M, Rippled and twirl'd and glossy as a shell ! 
6r. And see this ivy, Mildred ! 
M. Yes, I like 
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No kind of ivy half so well as it : 

With spots and streaks of white on every leaf. 

O. It creeps down, — clinging fast, — along the 
stones; 
And upwards, leaf by leaf, and clasps the tower ; 
And almost gains the battlements ; and peers 
In at the open casement. 

M. Cousin Maud 

Will like this little slip, because it comes 
From Chillon. I shall keep it. Don't forget 
To tell me of it. 

O, You should take her, too, 

These tiny leaves of scented fern. 

M, O, yes ! 

She keeps as many relics as a shrine. 
From every curious comer of the world. 
Papyrus from the Nile, — I know not what 
She has not. How I chatter ! what comes next ? 
Gro on with Psyche. 

G. —The Catastrophe. 



Pictures. 37 



VI. 

IVT O W ere the first faint streak of dawn could 

gleam 
Athwart the chamher, Eros stole away. 
But rosy-finger'd morning lightly climb'd 
The dewy hill-tops, and awoke the bride. 
And waking, she remember'd, and she blush'd : 
And missing him, she started. And the tears 
Would soon have fallen : but her handmaidens, 
Unseen, consoled her, promising his return. 

So roving, — not unhappily, — beside 
The stony channel of the mountain rill, 
She caught the babbling music now and then : 
But mostly dream'd away the idle mom. 
And sleeping in the afternoon, and then 
Questioning the sweet voices, it was night. 
And so to rest : and then he came again. 
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And summer days wore on. When midnight wrapt 
All things in sleep, he came : before day's light 
Could dally with the dew-drops, he was gone. 
And Psyche pray'd at last, — " Love, stay awhile. 
Your wife would look upon the lips that kiss 
So softly in the darkness. She would watch 
The light in those pale diamonds, which are eyes. 
And see the colour of the ambrosial hair." 
But Eros kiss'd her, trembling, and he said, — 
" Ask not. The darkness blesses us. The day 
Brings only deeper darkness." 

She obey'd. 
She never ask'd to look on him again. 
But brooded on the mystery, and was sad ; 
And often wept in secret. She believed : 
But doubt, which is the shadow of true faith. 
Eclipsed her joy. Why was it she recalFd 
The oracle ? One afternoon she dream'd. 

As she was peering for a tiny flower 
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Along the reedy margin of a pool, — 
* Which many a time the river in the vale 

Fed with its floods, but now the summer dried, — 
There glided, hissing, horrible, a snake. 
In slimy folds. His neck was swollen with slime 
Of deadly venom, and the gaping jaws 
Yawn'd hideous : as he coil'd, his fetid breath 
Blasted the queenly bulrush. But he shunn'd 
The shuddering princess : glided like a flame 
Of wind-blown fire along the sapless grass : 
And found the river. She revived, and pass'd 
Homeward, and met the huntsmen. They had seen 
The monster in the evenings swimming home 
Across the shoals. What was it they concealed ? 
They look'd upon each other, but they seem'd 
To fear to look on her. 

How many a time 
Some idle phantom of a sleepless brain 
Has seem'd an heaven-sent messenger of fate. 
Cozening poor victim to a treacherous end ! 
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The evil we would flee so fascinates, 
And like an angel lures, and is a fiend. 

Psyche awoke and she believed the dream. 

She fluctuated like a stormy sea, 

Urged by the secret Furies. She recall'd 

Legends of many a snared Olympias 

And horrid nuptials ; and her heart was sick 

With fear, till she could fathom her despair. 

Alas ! that she should fathom it ! alas ! 

That mawworm doubt should gnaw the sweetest bud 

That ever grew ! O could she but have seen 

The Fates, with restless fingers and still breath, 

Sitting in deathlike beauty by her couch. 

Spinning the speechless sorrow of her doom ! 

But now the words of Eros were as foam 
The wind takes lightly from the toppling wave, 
And her soul was the billow, roU'd in storm. 
Now she was bold ; she leap'd to seize the knife. 
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And guide it deftly through the glistering scales 
About the neck : and now she trembled, weak 
As unfledged nestling in the falcon's grip. 
Now she would doubt, and dally with her dream. 
And blame her fear as folly : then, again, 
Flash into anger, to have been deceived. 
Then she would hate him : then repent the hate, 
Until she loved him wholly. But at last 
She was resolved. 

So when the dreamless sleep 
Of midnight seal'd his lids, she slipp'd away 
From blissful peace, and standing with bare feet 
Beside the couch, listen'd : but he was still. 
Then stole she softly over the long floor, 
And found a little secret cabinet ; 
And took the agate lamp she had conceal'd 
Within it, and she lit it ; and in haste 
Regain'd the couch, shading the glittering light 
With her raised hand. 

Now minutes seem'd like years. 
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Now every second seem'd a lingering hour. 
She shudder'd^ as she touch'd the curtaining folds ; 
And her weak fingers might have been as old 
As some old withered crone's, which crave a coin. 
And when she would have drawn the folds aside, 
She stopp'd, and trembled at the rustling sound 
Of ominous leaves stirr*d by the midnight wind. 
And then strange footsteps seem'd to pass across 
The slippery floor : but it was not the Fates ; 
Who kept their post, spinning away the while, 
And they were still, as stars in heaven, as tears. 

And yet she drew the curtain, yet she drew it. 
Yet she would solve the mystery, and she did. 
Yet.she would look upon the face of him 
She wedded : and, — ^in scorn of oracles, 
In scorn of fear, of warning, — she did look. 
What then? What saw she? Did the dragon-folds 
Gleam like pale yellow moonbeams on some lake. 
Half hid beneath the treacherous coverlet? 
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Was he but feigniDg sleep, and well awake^ 
And did he freeze her with his glistening eye ? 
What did the lamp flare bright to look upon 
But him, the loveliest, Eros, — ^loveliest 
And gentlest of wild creatures ? 

Ah me, then, — 
Then, when she should even have fear'd the most, 
Her fear was gone ! She thought not of her fault. 
And so forgot requital ! But she saw 
Eros : she read the oracle aright : 
She laugh'd for joy, bewilder'd ! 

Faint and pale. 
And fluttering like a bird which knows the hand 
That fondles it, yet trembles, being so much 
At mercy of the fondler, she beheld 
The genial locks smile on the golden head, 
And curling softly o'er the milk-white neck, 
Stray, gracefully entangled. She beheld 
The shining shoulders, and the dewy wings, 
At rest, but with the tender down, that fringed 



44 Pictures. 

Their feathere, wantoning in her sweet breath 
In tremulous unceasing play. She knew 
This god, — divine, beautiful, such a one 
As Aphrodite could be proud to claim, — 
Her own. She stoop'd to kiss him, meaning so 
Lightly to touch his cheek with her soft lips. 
He should not feel their pressure. — And the end 
Was come. The brittle chalice of her joy, — 
Though carven curiously, and painted fair 
With sweet device, and many a flower of bliss, — 
Broke with a touch. A little drop of oil 
Oozed from the agate lamp, and fell upon 
His shoulder, and he woke with a wild start, 
And frown'd upon her, and she shriek'd and fell. 



M. O foolish Psyche ! 

G. Such are women, all ! 

They- 
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M. Silence, Guy ! 

O. — Can never — 

M. Silence, Guy, 

I say! 

6r. — Can never rest, till — 

M. Tut! tut! tut! 

All stuff! 

O. Yes, so. If we begin to speak. 
So soft a snowy hand is laid upon 
Our lips, we must be silent. 

M, It is best. 

O, Yet I could stand up now, and take a text 
Out of an ancient poet, — variurnj — 
What says he ? 

M. Never mind. 

6r. — And preach an hour. 

With tongue as eloquent as any priest. 
And not speak half the evil they have done 
With— 

M. Will you dare, then ? 
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O, Noy love! no! no! no! 

I dare not. 

M, She was right, too. It was wrong 

To keep the secret from her. Any girl 
Would have done just as she did. 

O, O, no doubt! 

M. He might have been a dragon, you know, 
Guy. 

O, And yet you said yourself — 

M. I did not mean 

When I said « foolish"— 

(L See, how quick you are 

M, Will you cease, Guy? All which I meani 
was this, — 
It was a silly thing to drop the oil. 

G. O rare I would one believe it? 

M, Come, proceed. 

And give the rest. And you will see — 

O, See what? 

How sad a list of sorrows came upon 
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The over-curious — 

M. Yes, of course ! no doubt 

She bore them all, with a true woman^s will ; 
Because she loved him. 

6r. Ay, love, that is it. 

That is the very thing redeems you all. 
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VII. 

/^ DESOLATE chamber, when the heavy lids 
^^ Drew slowly from the leaden vacant eyes, 
Which doubtful death had breathed on, going by, 
And not extinguish'd wholly ! It was pain 
To see the glorious morning, when his light 
Shone on the fragments of a broken lamp, 
And on an empty couch, and on the place 
Where sweet love, nestling, had been look'd on once, 
And only once, and could not be again. 
It was a misery, that. And to have brought 
Such utter desolation and such loss 
Upon another, not herself alone, 
Required a tedious penance, she knew well. 
What penance deem'd she fit ? It was to die. 
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And had it not been fitting she should die 
In expiation, still she woald have chosen 
To do so. What else could she do, but die ? 
For who could live, when every breath is pain ? 

She clothed her beauteous limbs in beggar*s rags. 

And wander'd forth, as suited poverty. 

Could any match with hers? — she thought and 

sigh'd. 
She cross'd the silent atrium, and she heard 
No ministering voices. Yet they seem'd 
Around her, pitying : and she hung her head. 
And blush'd for shame. She gain'd the little grove. 
And she look'd back : and if a lingering hope 
Remained, it vanish'd then. For all the joy 
And beauty of his palace, and the gold 
And ivory, were a dream : for it had fallen, — 
Fallen and vanish'd, and without a sound. 

It were a tedious history to relate 

E 
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All which she snffer'd. What must it have been 
To bear it, then ? But let us hasten on. 
In truth the end is better than this now 
Which seems the end. 

She stood beside the stream. 
She smiled to see the whirlpools, and she plunged. 
She would have plunged, but some one held her back, 
And spake to her. 

" Sweet maiden, if you knew 
How many a bitter sorrow had been heal'd 
With patience, you would suflFer this awhile, 
And not despair. The hues of youth are on 
Your cheeks, if they are pale. Then, sweet one, 

hope ! 
This little lord of love may yet be found." 

So then he knew the story : — it was Pan. 
He sat among the reeds, and gently taught 
The pale-eyed Syrinx melancholy songs. 
Poor Psyche look'd, and she believed his words. 
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A little word blots hope into despair: 
A little word makes of despair sweet hope. 
Could this thing be^ indeed ? Then, she will live. 
She is content to bear grief patiently. 
Patience, it is but sufferings — for an end. 
What end has she to hope for ? Even this one. 
That what has been may sometime be again. 
She asks, — " Could true love die so suddenly?" 
Then answers, — " No." She asks, — " Could Love 

not help 
His Psyche, being so crafty?" and she felt 
He could. Then, — " if he could, would he refrain ? " 
wistful hope, O sweet trust in her heart 
Say — " Never ! never !" and she is content. 

But where was he, — Eros, heaven's loveliest 
Andvnldest? Like a petted child he lay, 
Fretting beneath the anguish of his wound, 
In Aphrodite's chamber. Was it so 
A little pain could agonize a god ? 
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But their fair flesh is finer^ and they bear 
Pain fretfully, not being used to it. 
And Cypris tended him, and for his sake 
Dissembled her displeasure, knowing all. 
For ere the palace crumbled, — on that mom 
That made things brighter than itself a wreck, — 
A snow-white sea-gull sped across the sea : 
And Aphrodite held it on her wrist. 
And heard the story. So he was in love 
At last, — the cunning youngster! Then she 

laugh'd : — 
Pitied the damsel. Some sly Nymph was she ? 
A Muse? a Grace? one of her own coy Hours? 
No ? — who ? — The princess Psyche ! she ! what, 

she! 
The little pest ! — If any could have caught 
The look she gave, none would have own'd her queen 
Of love and beauty after. 

Psyche pass'd 
From city unto city, seeking him. 
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And found him not It was in yain to seek. 

Still she could wait : it might be he would come. 

But Cypris hunted her from land to land^ 

And Psyche knew it. Would some friendly one, — 

Some goddess of the people, — shelter her, 

Till Aphrodite's bitter anger died ? 

For anyone would shield a helpless maid, 

She &ncied : but it was a childish thought 

She found Demeter's temple, when the sun 

Died from the green tops of the sheltering trees. 

She pray'd her by Persephone's return. 

She pleaded, weeping, by the sacred cists : 

By the Sicilian furrows, and the rites 

And mysteries of Eleusis. — 'Twas in vain. 

Demeter would but let her sleep till mom 

Upon the wheat-strewn floor, mid reapers' craft. 

Then Herd's temple in a sombre grove 

Seem'd hopeful. But the goddess little cared 

To anger Aphrodite whom she fear'd. 

So day and night, noon-heat and evening dew, 
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Consumed the beauty of the hapless child. 

But let us be content to let the veil 
Of silence fall o'er many a weary time. 
Speak not of bleeding feet^ tell not of pain 
And hunger, and the ills of homeless hours. 
But come to when, content to suffer still, 
She thought upon submission : half in trust 
To soften wrath by meek obedience : 
But half constrained : as when the weary hind 
Stands still to meet its death, and dies in tears. 
A mournful time, — when Aphrodite fix'd 
Her victim with the scorn of spiteful eyes, 
And twisted angry fingers in her hair. 

It would be long and pitiful to tell 
The things she bore. Cypris imposed hard tasks 
She deem'd impossible. And in the end, — 
Though willing and submissive to the tongue 
That meant her ill, — poor Psyche would have found 
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Not Love but death. But Eros was her friend. 
He^ prisoner in his chamber^ could prevail 
O'er Cypris in her freedom : frustrating 
Her stealthy schemes by stealthier. It was he 
Saved Psyche. It was he perceived the snare^ 
Or broke the net For Nature loved the child, 
And aided him, and aided her for him. 
It was not Psyche 'ranged the countless seeds 
Of wheat and barley, millet, poppy, vetch, 
And lentils, but the small industrious ants. 
It was not she was wise to steal the wool : 
It was the river-reed taught her to charm 
The golden ram, and clip it while he slept. 
It was not she had will and strength to climb, 
And bring the Stygian water from the fall : 
It was the eagle took the little bowl. 
And pass'd the wakeful dragons. 

Last of all, — 
Who was it guided her to fetch, unscathed, 
The mystic casket from Persephone ? 
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Ah^ simple feet^ to tread the dangerous -way ! 
And yet she found the ferryman his coin ; 
Refused the floating corpse, that ask'd an alms ; 
Escaped the spinning women ; gave the sop 
To Cerberus, — ^the sop of barley-bread, 
Of barley-bread soak'd in sweet hydromel ; 
And took the casket from the wondering queen. 
So back again, and brought the casket safe 
To Aphrodite. Thus it was the craft 
Of Cypris fail'd. At first the goddess kept 
A cunning watch. But at the last perceived 
The Fates opposed, and yielded to their will. 



M, Inexorable list of cruel woes ! 
Now I believe you loved to linger on it, 
And made it longer than it need have been. 

6r. Indeed I did not. In that little space 
Is well-nigh half the fable. 
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M, Where was he ? 

O like a lover^ to forsake his bride 
In her worst need ! 

O. He writhed upon his couch 

In Cjtherea's chamber. Feverish pain 
Lay on him: but he did the most he conld^ 
As you have heard. He sent sly messengers^ 
To guide her simple wit amid the snares 
His mother laid. And he succeeded well. 
But when his wound is heal'd^ and he can quit 
His prison^ you will see what he will do. 

M. 1 long to hear the end. 

O. No doubt^ you feel 

The child's pain keenly. Now, to cheer a little 
Your drooping spirits^ sing a scrap of song. 

M. Shall I ? what will you have? 

O, Sing that I made 

The night we sat upon the vineyard wall 
That climbs by Julie's chateau. 

M, Guy, you think 
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I learn'd such foolish nonsense. 

O. Yes, you did. 

The pretty Vaudois damsel, — sing it, pet : 
No one can hear you. 

M. Don't look at me, then. 



SONG. 
I. 

It was a Vaudois damsel, 

The daintiest little thing ! 
I saw her on the mountain road 

Draw water from the spring. 
I ask'd a kiss of her — 

Now, Guy, 
You said you would not. 

O. Well, I wont : I wont 

M. I ask'd a kiss of her, in words 
Learn'd in my native land : 
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She raised the water-jug, as if 
She didn't understand : — 

The pretty Vaudois damsel ! 

II. 
I set my knapsack on a stone : 

I look'd into her eyes. 
I printed on her merry lips 

Three kisses in a trice. 
She frown'd, — she rated me, in words 

Leam'd in her native land : 
I laugh'd a funny laugh, as if 

I didn't understand 

The pretty Vaudois damsel. 

G. Bravo! 

M, You ought to be ashamed. 

G. Why should I ? 

Now I declare Mildred believes I did 
This very wicked thing. 
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M, I should not wonder. 

But, Guy, now, did you ? 

O. Oh, no ! 

M, I believe 

You did, though. 

G. Oh, the foolish little things ! 

How trustful ! how believing ! will you hear 
The climax of our story ? — a few words ? 

M, O, yes. 

O, Then we will go, or we shall lose 

Our sunset. 

M, — Which we must not lose for worlds. 



Pictures. 61 



VIII. 

OO Aphrodite ceased to persecute 

^^ The princess Psyche. Soon she ceased to hate : 

Began to use her kindly : till at length 

She grew to like her. Ever^ if we use 

Kindness and gentleness^ we are not far 

From love, which loves such soil, and thrives in it. 

When love comes after anger, — when the feuds 
Of jealousy are overworn and heal'd. 
Then look for peaceful days and happy times : 
Then patient sorrow meets with fair reward. 
It is but right if, aft;er wrathful storm, 
Dark clouds blow over, leaving sunny skies. 

So when the god, recovered of his wound, 
One suimner mom was missing, Cypris guess'd 
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Where he was gone, and was not vex'd at it 
She could not bring herself to think it well, 
But was not angry or so much averse. 

But he flew upward lightly, glad to be 
The roving mischief that he was again : 
And felt the sunbeams dally with his wings, 
And knew they sparkled with a thousand hues. 
So shot wild arrows on the morning air. 
To try his bow ; and not a whit cared he 
Where they alit : but all the time sped on, 
As one who goes upon a serious quest, 
For life or death, and must not be delay'd. 
Then he alighted on the cloudy top 
Of proud Olympus, at the feet of Zeus. 

" Ah, little friend ! "—the ambrosial-headed king 
Cried gaily, laughing, with a waggish nod, — 
" Ah, gentle friend! what brings you here? I think 
Your cheeks have lost their rose ! " 
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So Zeus : yet lie 
Knew well the secret errand. 

Eros pray'd 
For Psyche : — ^pleaded on his knees, and tears 
Stole down his cheeks. He did not heed at all 
How much he promised to the craily king. 
He promised many a boon, it was the end 
Of Zeus to gain, and only his to grant : — 
And only ours to guess at, if we are 
Too curious. And at last Zeus feigned to yield 
Reluctantly, and promised all he will'd. 

Now hear what happened on that happy day. 
To gladden and surprize the jolly gods. 

First went a herald the celestial round, 
And summoned Heaven to council. Her^ came, 
Athene, Aphrodite with the rest : 
CEphoestus, bright Apollo, — ^many a god 
And goddess, — to the call obedient. 
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And each was placed according to his rank^ 
And Zeus address'd them from his royal seat. 

He said : — ** Our rosy friend, we all are glad 

To see among us always, and, I think. 

At times to welcome as our kind ally, — 

I speak of Eros, — is entrapp'd at last. 

You smile to hear it, yet the urchin sighs. 

Wounded with his own arrow. Eros pines, 

Enamour'd of a mortal. It is well 

We should consider how it is not good 

To have a mortal hold a god in thrall. 

And so it is my thought, if all consent, — 

Assembled here for counsel, to this end ; 

Or rather to consider of his case, — 

To lift her, — she is worthy : I have seen 

Her patience and her beauty. Our dear friend 

And sister need not hesitate to clasp 

Fair Psyche as a daughter ; nor, I think. 

Will she be loth : — ^to lift her from the world 
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Of mortals, and to set her with ourselves. 
And I propose this, and, I must confess, 
I wish it, — being most willing to regret 
My wish, if any other wills it not." 

So he, and ended ; and the applause buzz'd loud. 
Then Aphrodite would have spoken : — ^rose 
Upon her feet to speak : but sat again. 
Thus all the gods, approving, gave consent. 

Then Psyche enter'd, led by messengers 

Instructed duly. And a hum arose ; 

And wondering eyes gazed at her, though of gods. 

And many a goddess could have wish'd her shut 

In icy caverns of the frozen north : 

But would not seem to fear her. So she pass'd, 

With downcast eyes and blushes, through them all. 

Thep there was brought the pure ambrosia, 

And Psyche, trembling, took the cup and drank, 

And she became immortal. 
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At tbe feast 
That night — the royal feast, the festival 
Of welcome, which celestial deities 
Grave to the fair new-comer and themselves — 
Eros and Psyche, as the honoured guests, 
Presided. Zeus and Her^, as the host 
And hostess, laugh'd beside them. And the rest 
In order. Then the youthful Ganymede 
And Hebe pour'd the nectar, and the Hours 
Moved, scattering rose and lily. All was joy. 
The Graces sprinkled balsam, the fair quire 
Of Muses sang. Apollo, when the noise 
Of feasting ended, play'd upon his lyre, 
Accompanying the measure with his voice. 
And Aphrodite, flattered to be thus 
Honoured among celestials in her son. 
Danced to the artful music, and was glad. 
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G. So ends the changeful history, as it should : 
Like modern novels, — all are reconciled. 
The parents give their sanction to the match : 
And then a sort of endless heaven begins. 
0, charming ! 

M. Yet I like your story, too, — 

The little pictures. 

Q. Fanciful enough. 

Though somewhat spoil'd with tinsel. Very well 
To kill a lazy summer afternoon, 
Curl'd with the lizards underneath the wall 
Of lonely mountain vine-shed. But such love, 
I tell you, Mildred, will not do for men. 
Nor women either. 

M. So you drop to prose. 

Afraid lest I should praise your handiwork : 
Which to a bard so modest must be worse 
Than racks and thumb-screws. 

6r. You may laugh : I mean it. 
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I sicken of these &icies. GriTe me one — 

M, O Gajy Gay, row me oat apon the lake, 
Or I shall miss the sonset. Let it rest, — 
That little matter, — now. I promise yon 
To ask the prettiest question by and by. 
Where are my slips of fern for Coosin Maad? 
O, here, I have them. — ^listen ! how my heart 
Leaps up with every dipping of the blade ! 

O. Pull with your left hand. 

M. That way? 

G. Yes. 

M, How sti 

The evening grows already. I believe 
I shall be melancholy soon. 

O, Love, sing. 

M. Shall I ? — of water : love, too, if you will. 

SONG. 

A little whisper, in my pain — 
I heard of old — ^is come again. 
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Soft as Bounds of ripples seem 
Over pebbles in a stream : 
I am in a waking dream. 

I know it must be love 

Is calling me to go ! 
Because there is no other 

Voice so sweet and low ! 

Now let us float and floau 

O. Your song has made 

The saddest of sweet echoes in my brain. 
For I was fancying the old woman's tale 
She told the captive maiden in the cave, — 
This tale of Psyche, — though it suited well 
To please the maiden, only anger'd me. 

M, I see you will be serious. Often I, 
In lonely mood, have had your thought. — O yes, 
I know, Guy, what it is. 

O, — That men should deem 
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Love a more serious matter, not a toy. 

M, Women, you think, are fiill of levity. 
Easily snapping at a gilded fly. 

G. Do I? 

M. Not you, Guy : but so many do. 

And many women are so. — He is gone, 
The glorious sun, at last ! — ^Yet, who can say 
How much of wisdom and true woman's strength 
Lurks in the lightest of us all ? I think 
It is men's fault women are as they are. 
Be only what we think you, — noble, wise. 
Right loyal-hearted. Is it wonder if, — 
When we have trusted you with our whole soul, 
To find your best devotion a made smile, 
Your wisdom selfishness, your kindness whim, 
Your strength a tyranny, pleasure your sole end, 
Or worse, the sorry grasping of our gold, — 
Is it a speechless wonder, if we hide 
Our bitter fate with levity ? ah, yes ! 
Could we but think right love the thing it is. 
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And cease our trifling, men and women, too ! 

G, Now children ape it! 'Tis a young man's 
dream ! 
A wise man's merchandise ! an old man's sport ! 

M. O bitter knowledge ! Let us not be sad 
With brooding on it. Watch the shadow grow : — 
Do you observe it ? 

O. Yes, I see it now. 

I half forgot the sunset. 

M. First it stole 

Like a great wave, and darken'd all the lake : 
Extinguished the last glory of the gold 
Beyond the little isle to the very shore. 
Then chased the glittering emerald from the reeds ; 
And swept the marish, swifter than the wind 
Of evening runs along the aftermath. 
Then climb'd the Savoy vineyards, like a cloud, 
But softer, whelming Bouveret. So it frown'd 
The glory from Villeneuve : put out the last 
White glitter from the score of little spires 
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On Chillon : blotted out the adventurous hut, 

That chides the echoes of the mighty crag 

To silence, when the hardy Swiss beneath 

Essay the rifle : so gulf'd all. And now 

The light rests on the pale top of our Alp, 

And heightens it to crimson. — See, it fades ! 

It fades ! the grey wave takes it ! — So bright things 

Are cozen'd into darkness, ray by ray, . 

Like this true love. — Now, tell what love should be. 

G, 'Jis hard to utter what true love should be. 
Tis like true grief: it is unutterable. — 
Childhood's best impulse, nestling unreveai'd. 
Youth's mystery, only touch 'd with reverent word. 
A young man's trust, one lemma to his creed : 
His hope, as stainless as his hope of heaven : 
His first aim next to duty : his reward. 
A strong man's blessing : his most sacred care : 
His comfort, looking back, and looking on : 
His saviour, country, race, in miniature. 
An old man's thankfulness, and last regret. 
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Leaving the cross and trials of the world. 

M. O excellent! The wind blows cold, but peace 
Steals on mj woman's heart O, it is well ! 
See how the pale beams of the evening star 
Are brightening silently ! — Love, let us go. 
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SPRING'S RETURN. 

1^11 THILE the earth is like a garden 

With rathe primrose and blue bell, — 
Flowers fair Spring, the year's sweet warden. 
Scatters over field and dell, — 
We will put hard thoughts away" 
Safely till some other day, 
And go wander mid green trees 
And the wood-anemones. 

Come, old snatches, we so cherish'd, — 

Rhymes, w^hich childhood's lips would sing 1 

Come, old hopes, which are not perish'd. 
Us revisit, with the spring ! 
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Come^ old dreams, which must be true. 
With the trees your leaves renew ! 
With the yellow cowslips come 
From the teeming fields and bloom ! 

Bold marsh-marigolds^ in hollows^ 

Round green marge of reedy pook ; 
Streams the glossy-breasted swallows 
Stoop to find when evening cools ; 
Footless regions of low fen, 
Eden of the water-hen ; 
Speak and tell us all you told, 
Ere our limbs grew stifi* and old. 

By some brook in sloping meadow, 

Where south winds the odours blend. 
Let us read, in elm-tree shadow. 
Some lay musically penn'd ; — 
Dream amid white stichwort rare 
Of Annelida the fair, 
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With the poet whose leaves on 
Gleam dew-drops of Helicon. 

Chaucer, come, and sing of daisies, 
With bird-music low and sweet ! 
We would listen to their praises ! 
Sing douce est la Marguerite ! 
Sing to us some matin chaunt, 
Or the Rose's quaint Romaunt ! 
Sing to us your tales of eld, — 
Of chaste Lucrece or Griselde ! . 

Crosses, losses, we remember. 
Be forgotten ! — Let us find 
May the Lethe of December 

And the days which proved unkind ! 
Woes and troubles, haste and hide 
By the verdant brooklet's side ! 
Griefs and bitternesses, sleep 
In the grasses green and deep ! 
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LoveSy that were the heart's undoings 

Friendships^ that were secret snares, 
Schemes and plans, which into ruin 
And decay fell unawares, 
Leave our memory, and begone 
Into deep oblivion. 
While the apple-blossom suits 
With desire of fairer fruits ! 

Let us leave the double-dealing 

Which degrades us in the world, 
And recover the pure feeling 
That abides where brooks have purPd. 
Ages after ages still, 
By the green foot of the hill. 
By the alders, with low tune. 
Glide they under sun and moon. 

Fickle Fortune, unobtruding, 
Brings not hitherward her wheel. 
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Where the chaffinches sit brooding, 
And the kine at evening steal. 
We have found a sheltered nook 
By a shallow of a brook : 
We are happy, and can lie 
At our ease, and fate defy. 

Bring no flattery, hate, or fawning ; 
Nothing human with you bring ; 
Here where poplars make an awning, 
And the joyous thrushes sing : 
Only leave the children's eyes 
Wondering at the butterflies, 
Where the little fingers twine 
Chains of dandelion fine. 

May, o'er meadows fair and golden. 
Leafy dells and breezy hills. 

Beautiful to be beholden 
For the yellow daffodils ; 
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May, new coiner^ strewing flowers, 
'Neath soft foot-fall of the hours, 
Merry merle and ringdove true 
In the forest welcome you. 



80 



MEROPE. 

/'^H pale-faced Pleiads, weep for Merope ! 
^"^^ Pleione's daughters, sweet Atlantides, 
Fleeing before Orion, in the train 
Of buskin'd Artemis, leave room for tears,— 
In eyes that shut with fear, or look askance,— 
For Merope, your sister ! 

She forgot, — 
True-hearted, high-born maiden, — to recall 
Celestial origin, in speech or thought ; 
But stoop'd, — nor deem'd it stooping, — to the love 
Of Sisyphus, whom sun-bright Corinth crown'd. 
Because she held him noble, and his youth 
Was rich with glittering promise. Beauty lived 
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About his pensive eyes, which was not like 
Mere laughing light of health, which we may see 
Make beautiful awhile the graceful brows 
Of nature's favourites, while as yet youth lasts: 
It vas the hopeful advent of the morn. 
And for awhile, supported by her strength, 
He prospered in right aims and manly deeds, 
And ruled his people as a king should rule, 
And she was proud. 

But at the last he fell, 
And stoop'd to meanness. How it could have 

been, — 
And how he fell away by slow degrees, 
Till fair occasion tripp'd him up at last, — 
None knew : it seem'd inexplicable : and yet 
Our human nature, knit of clay and fire. 
Admits extremes. 

And then a darkness grew 
Upon her, as a sunny field is dimm'd 
With cloud that passes over it, as snow 
G 
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Is crush'd and blacken'd by the traveller's foot; 
As heaven-bright eyes grow dull with streaming 

tears. 
Andy — not to speak of punishment, the gods 
Inflicted on him, and the fruitless pain 
Which bound him many ages, and the grief 
She felt in sympathy, and at his loss : 
For guilt it is, not any punishment, 
Brings shame upon a wife, — she never was 
Again what she had been. 

For Merope, 
Fair linked sisterhood, weep ! weep ! she will 
No more rise glimmering in your cloudy band ! 
No more in mystic blisses of the dance 
Move proudly in the ring which Artemis 
Leads on the mountains, or on shadowy sward 
Of wood or meadow, in the placid light ! 

O let men learn of her to reverence 
The purity of heavenly womanhood, 
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Which stoops from heaven of maiden loneliness, 
To share their losses and be linked with them ; 
And keep their souls, their wishes, actions, pure, 
That spirits which are clear receive no stain ! 
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THE ABSOLUTE. 

T Tf THAT is it fretting my spirit 

With an endless wear and tear? 
Where is it I long to go ? 

Is it a prize I would gain ? 
A kingdom I would inherit ? 

Should I find what I want there ? 
What is it fretting me so ? . 

I would it were clear and plain ! 

I am not weary of life : — 

I think to think of an end 

To this soul of mine, that I keep 
In a fierce, continual strife ; — 

To think my being may blend, 
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In a long or a little time. 

With the cataract^ or the sweep 
Of the wind, or orb in the dew, 
Or utterly cease for ever, — 
May be not a little sublime, 
May do for you and for you ; 
But for me, I must confess, 

I acquiesced in it never. 
And never will acquiesce. 

But that infallible bliss, 

Uneffiiceable happiness. 
From flush of rose-colour'd wings. 

And sweet, ethereal strumming 
Of holiday tunes, on the strings 
Of golden lyres, — which some 

Ever and ever are drumming 
Into my ears, till they weary, — 
Seems as little to come 

Up to the blessed ideal. 
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Up to the loveable life, 
As their everlasting, dreary. 
Pitchy, palpably real, 

Red, irretrievable doom 
For the erring, after the strife 

And fever seem still'd in the tomb. 

Let them believe it who can. 
There are somet it will suit. 
I, with the faith of a man. 

With Fichte, Hegel, and all 
The mad philosophic kind, 
Still must be seeking to find 

What I for a minute may call 
A scheme of the Absolute. 

Quite impossible is it ? 
Only a mockery, writ 

Like the Brocken ghost, on a cloud 
Of doubt, for many who visit 
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Most impassable bounds 
Of being, only to shroud 

Their feet in darkness and mist ? 
So altogether unfit 
Are they to grasp and to hold ? 

Is it fatuity hounds 
Us on ever, or folly, to cherish 
That rapturous hope till we perish ? 

Is the hollow hill, that has kiss*d 
The wafted air, overbold, 
If it tremble away into sounds ? 

For, I take it, the hopes and dreams. 
Ever creeping to us, 
. Creeping about us for ever, 
Strike out of our being, like 

The echoes away from the hill : 
And not, O not, — as it seems 
To me, in a nebulous. 

May be useless, mental endeavour 
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To know, — slHMild the spirit be still. 
Nor make edioes to airs if tfaej strike. 

And it is not alone of the hill 

That the blessed echoes are made : 

But unseen, tremulous threads 
Move on^ airr and still, 

Orer die alent heads 
Of the eopee^trees ; out of the glade, 
Over the nTcr, and hdlow 

Beneath, and the beautiful beds 
Of the hemlock, coming a^u-. 
Threads of inyisible air ; 

Some passing oyer, and some 
Striking the hill ; so there follow 

The echoes : — wavy they come, 
Over the spaces between. 
Over the fields like a thought, 

From a thrush, or a nightingale, 
Or a cuckoo, hid in the dale. 
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In the throbbing heart of the green : 
So the echoes are brought. 

Even 80 for the soul, 

With its hopes, and dreamy delight 
Of wishing and longing, like 
The echoes : — not of its own. 

Nor of its own control. 
Come the fancies morning and night. 
But upon it there strike 
Musical, modulated 
Air-waifs, many a one. 
Out of invisible hollows 
Of Being ; up from the root 
Of Eternity, — Being undated, 
Untimed : so is it, belike, — 
Whether or not that it follows : 

Be sure of your ground, I beseech : 
Still, — for ever and ever, 
I, with a dogged endeavour. 
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Struggle to strain and to reach 
To the skirts of the Absolute. 

This is the main of the hope ; — 
Though I be weak enough : 
Though this irredeemable stuflF 
Of the body, dragging me down 
To the earth, seems little to cope 
With the mighty eternity ; keeps 

Me to the life of a clown, 
Or the sorry creature that creeps 
About in the weeds and clotted 

Trail of the mire and the ground ; 
Though the pure spirit be spotted 
With sin, like a panther, and bound. 
As a panther, with aches and passions 
Of death ; and the very core 
Of being is hurt and imsound 
With the strain, and rotting, and fashions 
Of the world ; yet, this is the hope ; — 
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Let me repeat it again : 

Let me repeat it once more : — 
That, because my life is not 

Like the clay and the form, but for ever ; 
So in the end I may grope 
Out of the darkness, — see plain 
In the end ; — unbound from the chain 
Of the flesh ; so mend of the sore 
That the hampered spirit has got 

From the fretting and rust of the links : 
So never my soul sinks ; 
Taking despair to it never. 

Thus I live again in my spirit 

The lives of the Titans of old, 
That the plastic mind of the Greek 
Fashion'd out of the deep 
Of his soul : — ^in a subtle reality. 
Truly I seem to inherit 
The blood of them all, and so sweep 
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I, with an endless endeavour, 
Like Sisyphus, rolling his stone, 
From the common levels to climb 
To some invisible summit ; 
With a strange weight bearing me down. 
Thus all unaided, alone, 
To the beaten ways of the time ; 
Struggle for ever and ever 
With its restraint; and, to gain, 
If I can overcome it. 
Some eagle e3rrie sublime, 
Go straining, oft failing, to fall. 
Gaining no summit at all. 
To the common levels again. 

I, with a little spark 
Of eternal fire, from the flint 
Of eternity, struck into clay, 
And feeding my heart in the dark. 

Seek, like Prometheus, to hold it. 
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Resolute, day after day. 
Till it grow, till it quicken : — no stint 

Of that other, Ixion, in me. 

Racking myself on the wheel 
Of each effort, till in me I feel 

The soul and control of the free. 

Tantalus, touching the tip 
Of unreachable fruit with his lip ; 
With terrible thirst for the river. 

Running and gleaming beside him, 
Of wish'd-for water, for ever 
Failing away from his stoop : — 

Dedalus, making, — to guide him 
In the air-fields, up to the sun 
And shimmer of dawn, so to swoop 
Over the sea for a treasure, — 
Making, to guide him, infallible 

Wings, of the form and the measure 
Of deity ; falling, undone, 
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In discomfortare, utter and horrible^ 

Not to be dream*d : — or, again, 
A mathematician of old, 
Only desiring a lever 
And fulcrum, sufficient, unbreakable, 
To moye the world : — how they fold 
The ways of their lives with my pain ! 

Moving and living as ever, 
With a flimsy disguise, unmistakable ! 

Magic ! — ^fine music ! — yea, listen ! 
Shall we dance to it ? or, shall we say, 
Failing to find out the harmony. 
It is nothing ? — sweet music ! — O listen ! 

How the air-eddies bear us away ! 
Mystical motions, — O listen ! — 
Currents and whirls of eternity ! 
Strong, irresistible, meeting, — 
Catching us up, but to pass on 
Suddenly, seeming to hasten, — 
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CHRISTINE. 

#^HRI8TINE, your beauty made us all 
^^ Adore you, by a sweet constraint : 
Christine, Christine, your coronal 

Of virtues ray'd you like a saint : 
And, ere your life was well begun, 
You chose to be a cloister nun. 



You might have blest us with a smile 
As glorious as the sun at noon ; 

And now you wear, in secret aisle, 
The radiance of the pensive moon : 

Your path of duty is untrod, 

And none can see your light but God. 

H 
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And do you think indeed, Christine, 
God made you for Himself alone ; 

And would not have your light be seen, 
And shine upon our hearts of stone : 

And did not make you for a sign, 

To witness of the things divine ? 

But now we bear the billows' shocks. 
And toss upon the wandering wave ; 

And drift among the hidden rocks, 
And lose the trust your brightness gav 

And you His star, His beacon light. 

Are buried in a cloister's night. 

The je weird crucifix is well. 

The mellow chaunt, the bended knees : 
The prayer, the beads, the matin bell, 

He will not chide Christine for these : 
But for the talent of her worth 
Christine has hidden in the earth. 
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The little city in the glare 

Of noon-day light shone clear and still : 
The Saviour look'd, — he said, * Ye are 

As city set upon a hill/ 
Christine, for us face risk and loss. 
For only so you bear His cross. 

Come forth and gladden us again, 
And shine upon us with your beams ; 

Make holier the hearts of men, 
And leave your ecstasies and dreams : 

And charm us to be pure and clean 

And good, when we behold Christine. 
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ATELET. 

A GOLDEN morn, a happy lingering morn; 
Fresh with the breath of endless summer airs J 
Rich with the heat^ unsullied with a thread 
Or speck of cloud ; spread in a magic land. 
Whose name is musical upon the lips : — 
Atelet, by the mystic fount, alone. 

Unmeasured meadows stretch'd around the marge: 

With silken grass a-ripple in the swirl 

Of tepid zephyrs to the joyful east : 

With pied luxuriance of the nameless flowers 

Innumerable, blushing, bed on bed : 

With blue, vermilion, amber, on and on, 

A vague mosaic, fading in a mist 

Of hazy colour toward the belted sky. 
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The yellow-stemm'd, small-leayed acacias, 
And never-failing laurels, droopingly, 
Shaded the mystic basin with their boughs. 
Nine marble maidens, round the outer slab^ 
Trail'd their still grace, made eloquent in stone. 
glittering whiteness of meandering limbs 
And folding robe, nnmatchable for skill 
Of workmanship ! and lute or pipe or lyre 
Press'd lip or breast, white breast or lip as white ! 
Link'd like the lilies round a sacred cup, 
They seem'd to slumber cushion'd on the air. 
And in the centre, on a pedestal, 
The figure of one other, chaste and clear, 
Gleam'd like a pearl in crystal : and the fount 
Pell round it from a secret source unseen, 
Ever and ever, like a sheltering veil. 
Beautiful were the iri&-finger'd rays ! 
Magical was the unimagined play 
Of changing hues ! — delicate as the hues 
That wanton'd in the stately-drooping tails 
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And dallying plumage of the Eden-birds ! 
Which soft as rose-leaves, in the acacias, 
Seem'd motionless ; save when a little breath 
Changed their fantastic splendour like a dream ! 
And evermore the sweet air vibrated 
In soothing music to some hidden law : 
And evermore the fresh harmonious fall 
Of gleaming crystal finely smote his ear : 
And mingled with the suited sound of lutes, 
Behind the laurel covert, play'd unseen. 

Bare-footed, in the grass, stood Atelet. 

He, — looking on the lily-bulbs' pale gold, 

Spray-spangled, swaying faintly, with the lapse 

And lisp of each disturbing wave, that curved 

In glimmering rings to meet the snowy wall, 

Buffeting with the petals, — wonder'd at 

The emerald leaves, slim stems, and golden sport 

Of finny timid fish, among the roots. 

And while he watch'd, a robeless arm of snow. 
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Lazily, from the bed of idle reeds, 

Moved upward, gleaming whiter, till it broke 

The surface in bright wavelets. Toward his lips 

It held a shell : and saddening into grays 

About the shoulder, the fair breasts were dim 

In the deep water : but the neck was seen 

Dreamily, through the mass of floating hair. 

That shell, — some lucid marvel of the sea, 

The sea-nymphs stored, for its dear beauty, vein'd 

With crimson, rough with little horny weeds. 

And so the tapering fingers held it, fiird 

With mystic water, to the stooping lips ; 

Their nails, like shells, clung round the fluted pearl. 

Then as he drank the wonder was withdrawn. 
Dimmer and dimmer, drawing through the roots, 
It paled and vanish'd. But a tameless heat 
Of longing, — inextinguishable desire, 
Unutterable thrill of wild delight, 
A vague sweet impulse, full of languid bliss 
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Ami i^nmgieraes^ — mmc^Ied with, bis Mood, and fix'd 
His besn^ toward one issue. In Hs &oe, 
Resfected^ — oe the lipple waved again 
Thesetded smoodmeas wbeie the arm went down,— 
He read broad fines of beantr^ and could find 
Harmooioiis depths of sool in his own eyes. 
They were exprea^d, they seemed half nnexpressM. 
He seem'^d to hunger like a &nkh^d god 
With his unfed ability of loTe. 
It was not unto this or tib^ he yeam'd. 
But all things^ most the mighty w<»rld of men. 
He seem'd to clasp the sabtle-rooted life 
Of all men in a hh benevolence. 
He seem'd a-thrill with strength of untried power 
To grasp deep secrets, which had baffled still 
The grasp of kings : he held them in a leash, 
To mould them to the common good of all. 
And looking on his limbs, strong in the pride 
Of youth and youth's bright grace, unconscious words 
Broke, which he heard not, — " O divinest soul ! 
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noble limbs, endow'd with grace and strength 
To adorn a king ! I would I were a king ! " 

Pausing, he heard, he knew not whence, faint sounds 

Of exquisite low voices, sweetly soft 

But sanguine, timed to hope, encouraging, 

Perenasive in their sweetness : — " Atelet !'' 

Hey said, — until his own name seem'd a charm, 

fn their strange language, saying " Atelet, — 

^athearestthou?'' 

Then, as they paused, he listened, 
he beating of his heart was musical 
11 his own ears. He listened : — " Atelet, 
^hat hearest thou ?" they ask'd again : — 

And then, — 
Whether it were those voices, or another, 
tore fine, he could not tell, it seem'd another : 
'Ut, — listening, in his brain it sang, and made 
^ mad confusion, mystical. So, he, — 
I hear a hymn of heaven's harmony, 
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Timed to the motions of the whirling world : 
Full, swelling, changeful, as the running wind 
Along the lake : fine as a languid sigh, 
Sigh'd but for love, and when there hides no pain 
Solemn, and grand, serious, as a prayer 
That goes up in the praises of the gods : 
Rich as the sound^ when oozing honey falls 
From gorgeous petals, plash upon broad leaves 
It overlays : sweet as the morning's dawn : 
Glad as a people's shout ; as laughter wild." 
It seem'd afar, mix'd with the hidden stars : 
It seem'd to sing along the tepid gold 
Of morning, mix*d with strangeness : overhead, 
Near, far, high up, about, and underground. 
And then the other voices, sweetly soft 
And sanguine, softly chanted. What sang they? 
Could he be dreaming ? Hear them ! — " Atelet, 
Thou shalt be king." 

He wonder'd, hearing then 
He stood entranced, hearing the lutes play on. 
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d then adown the meads a mystic shape, 
\i motioned toward him, moyed among the 
flowers. 

«t like a cloud :— of rosy-purple light, 
certain. It assumed no shape or form, 
seem'd a spirit As it touch'd the ground 
h unseen feet, it seem'd to float. It drew 
h shadowy arm, and beckon'd : wavering up 
3 a feint flame, flame-colour'd, fleeting, large, 
I vague with easeful motions. 

Following it, 
fair mysterious phantom lured him on. 
ired him down the glory of the land, 
ir after hour. He cross'd the gleaming dikes, 
ih'd with red lilies and the golden sheen 
doming, — ^moming, such as never now 
iks o'er this world. His feet were dusted thick 
1 pollen of the mystic plants : and corn 
red in the light, tinged with red poppy gleams. 
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And, never weary, urged by deep desire, 
He follow'd after where the phantom drew. 

He saw a city, as the noon wore on, 
Shine in the distance like a bar of gold. 
And then the spirit in him leap'd to gain 
The charmed circle of the world of men. 
He follow'd eagerly the phantom hand : 
But at the last it seemM to go far off. 
And, glimmering toward the city, faded out, 
Mix'd with the glitter of the shining towers. 

And still the fever urged his wandering feet 
O'er smooth-strewn meadows in delirious dream : 
And still he near'd the city gradually. 
And one by one the towers grew into form. 
And then the walls, lined with a flickering red 
Of banners, glister' d. Far away he heard 
The uncertain murmur of a multitude 
About the gates : like one who hears the wave 



Atelet 109 

In hidden creeks^ harrying toward the sea ; 
And cannot see the sea^ bat feels it near : 
Or catches on the wind the distant roar 
Of creamy billows^ roand a nearing prow 
That brings a friend. He saw them like a speck 
Par off. Then, as they near'd him^ many soands 
Awoke from one. Bright shadows of the forms 
Of men, saspected, shaped to men. Then all 
The motley throng came out distingaishable. 
Till, poar*d in eager mass around him, sway'd 
The myriad people, shoating, — " Lo ! the king!" 
And all his soal grew happy secretly ; 
like that same one who finds the deep at last, 
Or on the beach clasps hands with him he loves. 

They said, " We seek the king : are you the king ? 

A spirit came at noon, and bade us haste 

To meet him wandering o'er the level meads ; 

To know him by the passion of his eyes, 

And find him by the beauty round his brows." 
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Speaking, they seem'd to know him by the signs, 
And cried " The king ! " Then he, remembering 

well 
The luminous phantom, which allured him on ; 
Remembering the sweet voices by the fount. 
That whisper'd low ; and with an eager will 
To prove it true, — said, " I am Atelet ; 
I think, your king." And all the silver shout 
Rang heavenward, shouting, — " Atelet is king!" 

They set him on a car of victory. 

Scaled like a dragon of the blue morass 

With plates of gold : and all the wheels were ' ' 

rimm'd 
With silver, running softly. But the seven 
White fleet Arabians fretted at the bits, 
Impatient; while the clotted oozing foam 
Dropped from their mouths, and sullied all the 

sward. 
Then he, with studied lifting of the arm 
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And regal gesture^ motion'd ; and the roar 
Of voices eddied off aloDg the air 
Subsiding ; till there was no breath or word, 
Only the steeds pawing the hollow ground. 
Ind thus he spake, like one that takes a crown. 

' True-blooded princes, people, noble hearts ! 

loxjL in your happy choice have chosen me 

'or leader ; yielding feir obedience 

^o sacred urging of the mystic voice : 

^mst me to keep unshamed your diadem, 

ySJL these fresh locks shall whiten round its gold. 

\q wisdom of this reign shall raise the world. 

^here shall be laws, so meted to the need 

)f every issue ; so exactly poised ; 

^o ample, on their undisturbed base 

if solid right and wary policy ; 

^at justice shall be simple as the play 

)f childhood ^ ceded, or distributed. 

V.nd in a little while it will be so. 
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By artful working of the people's strength ; 
By lacidy swift dispelling of the mist 
From aged eyes, and better damming up 
Of lusty manhood into guided streams; 
And leading of the younger by the hand. 
From new-bom weakness on to riper years ; 
That all these laws shall sleep in peaceful trace, 
As there were none. Because the life of each 
Shall be his law ; doing the work and will 
Of lawy by secret instinct, as a bee 
Hums, honey- burden'dy to the hoarding hiye. 
And there shall be no longer rich and poor, 
Nor high, nor low ; but every living soul, 
Reaping the easy harvest, shall be rich : 
And all be high; and every heart be great; 
Accordant with the hidden harmony. 
Then universal beauty shall be fed 
With holy worship ; — not degraded, shunn'd, 
Uncomprehended, as in faded days 
Of blindness ; but our pride, our excellence, 
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^ household chattel, to the atmost coast. 

^air peace shall brood in easy luxury 

I>f blessing. Universal art shall thrive ; 

billing our cities, framing palaces ; 

Subduing, moulding every secret strength 

Df nature, — water, fire, or wind of heaven. 

^d not a single hand in all the realm 

Df cheerful subjects, but shall add a grace 

Df workmanship, — building the beautiful 

Sigh temples ; in the honour of our faith, 

Dur pure religion, all will listen to, 

^hen I shall teach you, kneeling with good will. 

Ind in the massy fabric of our state 

Dhere shall be suited offices for all. 

3is place for each, and each shall fill his place. 

So fill it, and be fitted into it, 

That, but one missing, he should mar the whole. 

\.nd we shall be a people as the rock. 

Eternal, noble : Atelet, the king." 
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So spake he, glowing to a liquid heat 
Of burning words and eager eloquence. 
And all the people shouted : and the shout 
Rang like the echo of an avalanche, 
That leaps and thickens in a thousand hills. 

And those seven steeds drew on the chariot. 
With slow, proud stepping, beautiful, they took 
The crowded way ; but fretted to be check'd. 
And all the crowd exulted as they moved. 
And some were singing songs that earlier kings 
Had taught them. Some were spread far out away, 
Along the meads, to gather flowers to strew 
Beneath the wheels. And some were carpeting 
The royal path with robes of gold and silk. 
Some sounded herald clarions in the van. 
And then they near'd the city with a shout. 
And from the walls the people answered it. 
And in the city, passing each to each 
The joyful news, men took it up far off*, 
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Parther and farther to the utmost bounds. 

The great gold gates swung backward, like the 

roU 
Df organ music in the fretted work 
Df apse of some cathedral. Laughing wreaths 
Pell in a rain of colour from the towers, 
^d myriad banners rippled indistinct, 
To subtlest limit of the straining eyes. 

Ind riding on, he wondered at the streets, 

Broad, ample, paved with gold, fair-glittering 

Ind flashing ; till there seem'd a golden haze 

3f rich untroubled splendour, over all 

The shining lines of marble palaces. 

Ind how the palace windows gleam'd with eyes, 

Ind dazzle of true beauty, and the blaze 

Df scarf and banner and gay garb of pride ! 

Trailing adown the intricate tracery 

Df mouldings of the noble oriels ! 

^nd how the sacred scent of incense came 
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Between the columns of the marble shrines ; 
And wreath'd in faint clouds round the open 

doors. 
Hiding the shadows of the pillar'd glooms ! 

So to the city's holiest temple they 
Led on, with rolling of the silver wheels : 
Andy as they near'd it, growing reverent, 
Were silent, and the steeds paused of themselves : 
And up the steps they led him to be crown'd. 
One old, serene, still, venerable priest 
Received him : passion, anger, joy, nor woe. 
Left trace on him, but only age and change. 
He through the dimness of the holy light. 
To that high altar led him by the hand. 
And paused by it: — the people entered not. 
Then, on the matchless figured altar-cloth. 
About the altar smootli'd in sacred folds, 
He saw the crown. His senses seem'd to reel 
With eager bliss, to see the gleam of it ; 
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With all those gems fair-flashiDg like star-sheen 
About its wreath of fadeless laurel leaves ! 
Beside it lay the sceptre and the orb : 
The royal robes trail'd near it to the ground. 

And so the old priest spake to Atelet, 

With words, like whispers, passionless and calm : 

And every sound ran like a nameless pain 

Along the fine veins to the secret heart. 

A strange fear choked him, but the words were 

few : — 
** Within this scabbard is a sword," he said ; 
*' And he shall draw the sword who would be king." 
He took the sombre scabbard in his hands. 
He drew one long breath, as he paused, to still 
The eloquent throbbing of his doubtful heart. 
He grasp'd the studded hilt. What strength had he ? 
The maniac's strength. But will it yield ? — Ah, 

see! 
The sword ! — Ah, see ! — One minute it was seen ! 
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It flasb'd like lightning in a night of gloom ! 
But swifl as lightning slipp'd again and lock'd 
Within the sombre scabbard^ and was gone ! 
Serene and passionless and slow and cold^ 
The old priest took the sword, and laid it by. 
He said, " Our king waits till his hour is come: 
But thy fair throne was but a wild desire." 

Then Atelet, upon the altar step, 
Conceal'd his face, and did not speak nor weep. 
But lifting his pale brows, his eyes were dim. 
He saw grey stealthy lingering mists arise 
From secret corners of the place, and crawl 
Along the floors, thicker and thicker ; — so 
Roll into ragged wreaths, and one by one 
Blot out the carven leopards of the seats. 
Then steal along the fading aisles, and curl 
Up pillar after pillar to the roof. 
There winding o'er the star-strewn blue and gold, 
Cloud angel after angel. All the shrine 
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Was lost and dimm'd. But as it dimmer grew. 
The agony and wild shuddering doubt in him 
Grew denser. " Am I not your king ?" he cried. 
*' Is he not king?" — ^half-credulous still, he cried, — 
** Atelet? Could the voices all deceive, 
Whispering with such sweet promise in the mom ?" 

A shadow rose before him, a grey arm 

Moved in the mist. And, gathering in the coil 

Of vapour, rolling denser, he beheld 

Grim shaggy phantom outline, as of some 

Disconsolate spirit of a homeless wind. 

And in its hand a black unearthly bowl 

Of chill funereal ebony, eclipsed 

The light around it, dripping horrid dews. 

He took it, and he could not choose but diink : 

Then he was changed. The mist seem'd roll'd away. 

Passive, they led him to the outer doors : 

And on the upper steps a herald cried, 

" He is not king ! " He heard the people hiss. 
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fiat little heeded them. He could not see 
The city, nor the men, nor joyous pomp 
He saw before. He said, '^ It was a dream ! 
It was a dream ! " He said, " There is no ] 
Of golden day folds pinnacle and spire ; 
But all is pallid as the moon, and vile 
As sepulchres. No glimmering in the streets 
Comes from the molten spoil of many a mine, 
But rugged flints abuse their helpless feet. 
The temples have no beauty, but are full 
Of darkness : and the cry of victims hangs 
About their gloom for ever. Palaces 
Are crumbling in the narrow ways, beguiled 
With spotted ruin to a leper's doom. 
And all the people, — pigmies ! see the bad 
And vicious light leers from their wily eyes." 
So cried he, with a bitter sneer of hell. 
And as he look'd he seem'd but as them all. 
His limbs were tottering with old age, his strength 
And beauty blasted like a withered bough. 
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3at chokes the sap, till all the fair leaves die. 

e saw, beneath the hollow vaulted streets, 

»ng catacombs, — ^black cities of the dead. 

[id he could see foal earthy passages, 

id mouldering bones. Unfooted floors were soft 

ith dost of crumbling corpses. Eyeless skulls 

.inn'd wearily. Piled in the niches by 

& saw the little heaps of dust of kings, 

lat clammy gusts of wind continually 

atter'd away. Cold in the silent urns 

^ndled the ashy hearts of wise and great. 

id over all, along the weedy streets, 

le never failing gloom of funerals 

ound like a sluggish runnel from the marsh. 

), like a blighted hope, he took his way. 
reamily, bitter, hopeless, he retum'd 
nconscious, through the city's brazen gate. 
)nfused and weary, as the night drew on. 
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He slunk afar. And irredeemable^ 
Soul-withering ruin seem'd the city's end. 
The shouts seem'd madness, and the men as fiends; 
The beauty, desolation. So he chose 
A lonely, rutted route, that into swamps 
And reedy marish led him, by the dikes 
Choked with the rotting of the steaming weeds. 
Far off he heard, or dimly seem'd to hear, 
The muffled murmur of the mystic fount : 
But would not go. At last he paused beside 
The margin of a little miry pool. 
Grey brambles, thick with sorry scraps of wool, 
Torn from the sheep that trod the muddy brink 
To wretched marl, grasp'd at him with their thorns. 
And then he heard strange voices, like the scream 
In ruin'd crannies in the lonely night, 
That caird and mock'd him : — 

" Listen, Atelet ! 
What hearest thou? Canst thou not hear sweet 
sounds?" 
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paused : he listen^ : — '^ I can hear no sounds : 
ly the wind, screeching a scrannel note 
mottled masses of the mournful reeds.'' 
J heard. He groan'd. Nought answered. All 
was still. 
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AT HAMPTON COURT. 

TOEHOLD how time steals on the traokof mei 
"^^ EfeciDg and destroying ! Where are they,- 
The schemes ambition plotted, with the ken 

Of eagles, when they swoop to take their preyl 
I thought upon Eighth Harry's butcher-boy, 

Strolling at ease in Hampton Court to-day. 
There his magnificent and glorious toy, — 

A barracks and a common lodging house,— 
In vulgar gazers seems to find no joy : 

But mutely turns away, with knitted brows, 
Craving its prince, and mourning o'er his fall : 

Sighs, " Where is he that made me? he who bov 
Haughtily to his king, eclipsing all 

With splendour of his presence ? Where is he? 
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A7, where is he ? It is in vain^ — ^the call ! 
His greatness is o'erflooded with the sea 
Of deep oblivion; or, if he floats 

And liyesy he lingers in men's memory 
But as a buoy that rock and wreck denotes. 

Men give their names to city, hiU, or field, 

Palace or citadel, and think to live 
For ever : but this barren seed will yield 

No crop. What lingers is the name they give, 
^ot they. And then, within a little while, 

Comes Time, a wanderer, mute, contemplative : 
And, with a look that is almost a smile, 

Scattering lichen seeds, crumbles the stone. 
And levels with the dust the proudest pile 

Man ever built. How swiftly all is gone ! 
It is as if a pilgrim o'er the waste 

Of desert tracks should deem he leaves upon 
^he sand foot-prints never to be erased : 

Which with the hot sirocco, wandering on. 



126 At Hampton Court. 

Are brush'd away, and never can be traced. 

What shall we do to live eternally ? 

Say not " to be remember'd:" — do not say 
" How shall we be remember'd ? * ' — though it be 

But for a year, or only for a day ! 
Who would the substance for the shadow give? 

O man, cast thou that little thought away ! 
What shall we do eternally to live ? 

First, let us meekly seek, and learn the truth. 

First, let us, groping, grope from out the mist 
Of ignorance. Let us no more, in sooth, 

Lie in that slough ! — Out, man ! — Let us 
Next, having found truth, in her martyr band; 

And, letting vain self-profit, like the Christ, 
Die on the cross, let us go hand in hand 

With all who battle for and love the good ; 
And in a serried square of valour stand : 

And never yield one foot, but with the blood 
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Of paltry life, earth-life: doing the right, 
Because it is the right ; as if we could 

Obey no other reason. Then the night 
Will gleam and look on us with many a star ; 
And we shall live among the things that are 

Eternally, — ^held precious in God's sight. 

Phen, if men would forget us, they will keep 
Each thought, each word, each smallest act of ours 

?art of their souls for ever. Though we sleep 
In our still graves, and many days and hours 

(teal past the unlettered mounds, and dew and rain 
Soften the flesh; clearer than towns and towers 

)ur memor3r's record shall be. Men shall gain, 
Because we gain'd; shall flourish, yea, and be. 
Because we were : and after-husbandiy 

'hall reap great harvest from our scattered grain. 

Jetter to be than to be unforgot. 
God, touch our lips with truth, make pure our 
hands ! 
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Who does the right as right, shuns wrong as wrong, 
Walks in Thy sight beloved, erect, and strong. 

He, bared of self, unshamed before Thee stands. 
Sin is to fail, but loss and gain are not. 
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ELFIN KATTIE. 

\ yC EMORY, with your aimless play 
Of recollections grave and gay, 
Pass again in fair review 
What I did intrust to you. 

Stealthy footsteps of the hours 

Steal along the meads and flowers. 

Wishes, longings, hopes, and sighs. 

On an April day arise. 

Gome, the dream I would recall ! 

Come, the sweetest dream of all ! 

Sibyl Fancy, she may stand 

Waving over it her wand. 

And may clothe it, if she choose, 

With fresh tints and fairer hues. 
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I was humming an old tune. 

In the sonny afternoon, 

By the low park fence, that rots 

Into pale green lichen spots. 

Then I heard a pony's feet : 

Then I guess'd what I should meet. 

Elfin Kattie riding by ! 
What a lucky dog was I ! 
All the beauty of the spring 
Cannot show a sweeter thing. 
My heart fluttered, like a bird 
When its hidden nest is stirr'd. 
Elfin Kattie, debonair ; 
I know nothing half so fair ! 

Saffron crocus on a lawn 
Sister Florence might be drawn. 
Sky-blue violet is well 
For the sister Isabel. 
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And if any flower at all 
Kattie to our mind may call. 
Then it is a daffodil. 
Bending o'er a limpid rill. 
But there must not be a line 
Wrong the petals fairy-fine ; 
And the image in the stream, — 
Softer, — would more like her seem. 

In her hat a white hawk's plume ; 
In her cheeks a rose-leaf's bloom ; 
All the mystery of the rose 
In her fine-cut lip's repose ; 
Golden hair, of sunbeams made, 
Floating loose, without a braid ; 
Little scarlet jacket gay. 
Like the lady-bird's in May ; 
Little habit, trim and neat. 
Falling over tiny feet ; 
Little bridle, in small hand ; 
Kattie rode from Elfin-land. 
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Little Kattie is but seven : 
£]fin-Iand, it may be heayen. 
Angels in the gaarded skies 
Cannot smile with softer eyes. 

Once she sat upon my knee 
Half an hour^ and talk'd to me. 
Yet I dared not touch her cheek. 
I was half afraid to speak. 
It was long before I placed 
Hand about her dainty waist. 

Memory, I know you have 
Elfin Kattie's image safe. 
Fancy, you had better not 
Touch her beauty, lest you blot. 
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CONTENTMENT. 

^CONTENTMENT, latest bom of hope; 

Proud theme of strong philosophy ; 
• hayen of the wandering will, 
Fnreach'd of storms, serene and still, 
Why do we live estranged from thee ? 
i^e seek a phantom, fancied prize, 
^nd vainly toward the future grope : 
In fame, or wealth, or power, true bliss we see. 

We seek, yet never find, 
'hy peace we miss. Contentment, all unwise, 
ligh power is pain ; gay riches gilded lies ; 
Loud fame as hollow wind. 

) blessed boon, but hard to gain ! 
With self a subtle strife to wage ! 
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If ]D«di 10 biiMMiry or saccamb 
To Htter flesUr martrrdom, 

C<«ld widtk ooDtratment crown our age ; 
It wxsvld be etsr tbese to bear : 
W^ woold eDdnre long loss or pain : 
A»d «\ with joT, life's fe ver'd thirst assuage. 

But an tbe sool is full 
Of «iTT, paasioiiy pride, and selfish care : 
Till this dross go, no metal dear and fair 

Flows in the cnicible. 

The ploughman hums behind his plough ; 

And, if he trace his furrow well, 
Content to please his master's eye, 
Grieves not to let the world go by, 

Nor in imheeded fields to dwell. 
And some will sniff a lazy balm, 
Bhmting the mind, nor caring how. 

And make that seem a heaven, that is but hell- 
Say you, content they know ? 
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torpor lulls no noble soul to calm : 
(heltering palm^ to shield us like a palm. 
Most in the desert grow. 

rain the wing of bold surmise ; 

read veil'd nature's beauty plain : 

e the goal^ and laugh at death ; 

ffer with most quiet breath ; 

trust that loss is only gain : 

ind good as one to see, 

!alm from wild unrest arise, 

T spring of grief, and happy ease of pain : 

To grasp the eternal plan 
3d, and God's, and draw the harmony 
igh blood and brain and heart harmoniously : — 

Befits a noble man. 

t to keep the spirit chaste ! 
fix the goal with fearless eyes ! 
ever, in pain, loss, or wrong. 
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Faith unasfloiPdy and courage strong ! 

To limit wild desire nnwise ! 
And, — like the spheral motions we, 
Too strong to rest, too calm to haste. 
Serene in action, poised in clearer skies,- 
Keep holy duty pure ! 
Move to the eternal laws, sublimely free ! 
If bliss elude us still, at least of thee, 
Of thee. Content, secure ! 



137 



NATURE. 

T ROW'D along the silver Thames. 

The plashing of the oar, 
The water-ripple round the prow, 

The reed-lisp by the shore ; 
The blue above, the blue below, 

The soothing of the breeze ; — 
Leaving the busy world awhile, 

1 fill'd my soul with these. 

And I forgot the sorrows deep 
That daily fret the mind ; 

And I forgot how sad it is 
To strive with human-kind ; 



I SE58C a» bep KT feel 

^m aDT sidL «» peace and ease, 
^kBL iHEiiR* iir m diT. 



T\iB» i» as ak OK SBKBT sidesy 

Xi «E»w 3L ;^ nm; 
Xa 7«noift 5a :fe teeoe^s sigh, 

JLaiL iiL :k wiBife w> pttbi. 
JLiii ±* laen «« «» Ifee, it is 

^xc ^*wfifT (iTt oar owB. 
TSi ▼« Tra»? aaj :2!i» willow weeps, 

^Vi,> 2^7 :a!>* wild winds moan. 

Kjic Niixrf auTer seeks to hoard 
Hfr pte!i:iH.^as weal;h unused. 

Sie c^aikily ^t\s? it anTwhere, 
B;i: wh^r^ it xs aJbused. 

Arid :: w\? bad but natural hearts, 
Xarure would teach us more. 
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And make us wiser, in an hour, 
Than all the sages' lore. 

She calls us by the heavenly songs 

Of birds on every spray : 
The gleams and shadows beckon us 

To rise and come away : 
The water-lisp, the rushes' lisp, 

They try on us a charm : 
They say, * We have rare things for you : 

Men, listen, and be calm !' 

We wander in a barren world : 

We strive for many a prize : 
And if we win it then it is 

As nothing in our eyes. 
We will not see how earthly gains 

Are only troubled dreams : 
We will not learn how hollow are 

These endless human schemes. 









^TTK ^Ibnire is nc one. 

fat TTOfe Jl lg3?5 mm»- 

rauid •▼'i 3nr ir'^ jarseiTgs to her, 

»Tir JSCE2L 11 11? all ! 

y.j w 3it2i -v-H rrTiing^, and women change ; 
\jti **£ ijj iH in x!L 
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ENCHANTMENT. 

"^LAD in rich rippled silk, and wily grace 

Of coy simplicity, plucking violets 
3r me, there in the quiet garden-place ! 
With blue-grey liquid eyes, pale amulets 
f subtle light, to bind the robes of love 
About a heart grown chill with winter snow ! 
ow foolish-strange, — some impulse seem'd to move 
The thought in me, — should I let this love go ! 

he old broad elms threw shadows o'er the park : 
The grassy fields grew greener in the sun. 

he new lambs, bleating, through the glimmering 

dark, 
Were sweet to hear. The birds had mostly done 

heir long day's singing : though the thrushes sent 
Their songs at times along the evening wind. 
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Musically. O, it was then we went 
Along the lawn sweet violets to find. 

And odour of the gathered violets, 

Set in a little glass here in my room, 
Comes creeping, — odour rich and faint, — ^and sets 

My heart a-longing in the evening gloom. 
And grey-flower'd samite silk, hangs fold on fold 

About the gloom, and rustles in my ears : 
Till 1 for it must knightly tourney hold 

With cold distrust, and hard unknightly fears. 

And yet, O better reason, keep the throne ! 

And yet, O truth, a faithful watchman, watch ! 
And take her not, if she be not thine own ; 

Though love's craft seek thee in the net to catch. 
And linger not so willing in the park. 

Lest love come hid beneath a silken dress ; 
And into flame fan any little spark. 

And thee beguile with her sweet guilelessness. 
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APRIL-EASE. 

OPRING is beautifuUy wandering 
^^ Over the willing land : 
Violet and primrose 

Are growing at my feet. 
I close my book^ and^ pondering, 

Touch lightly with my hand 
These little five white leaves : — 
It is the strawberry sweet. 

The hazel-bush breaks into leaf; 

And round the elm-tree root, — 
Where I am lying, — hyacinths 
Begin to come in flower : 
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O grass-blades^ slim and small ! 

I kiss the hand that fashion'd, and 
Thank the Maker of you all 
That I can love you yet 
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MILDENHALL. 

LONG the willowy river-brink, 
That skirts the Mildenhall, 
A woman angles night by nighty 

A woman weird and tall. 
She lures the timid fish to hear 

Her low unearthly tune : 
She snares them with a silver bait 

That glitters in the moon. 

The hall is bleak with winter rains ; 

Its windows grim and bare. 
The lime-trees rot about the porch : 

No footstep Cometh there. 
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The turrets and the terraces 

Are slimy with the dews. 
The walks are sodden with the drip 

That drippeth from the yews. 

The arms are batter'd from the shields 

That guard the rusty gate. 
Beside it^ in the tumbled lodge^ 

The grey owl keeps her state. 
Nine pollards ring the lonely pond. 

The frogs and ravens croak. 
The lawn is plashy, black, and worn, 

Beneath the blasted oak. 

Who is that woman who is seen 

Along the banks at night? 
That lures the fish with bait and song. 

Beneath the pale moonlight ? 
The children shudder, if they see 

The ruin'd towers by day : 
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But when the evening falleth down^ 
The boldest slinks away. 

For whence she comes, or who she is, 

No whisper'd tale has told; 
Or if she is a hundred years, 

Or thrice three hundred old : 
Or if it is a tale of sin, 

Or if a tale of ruth : 
Or if she withers week by week ; 

Or if she keeps her youth. 

She hooks the fish with eager glee. 

The eddying wavelets gleam. 
She draws them to the rushy edge; 

She lifts them from the stream. 
She lays them on the hueless grass : 

She stoops with restless eye. 
She gloateth on the writhe and change 

And glitter, as they die. 
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But when the abbey clock has toU'd 

The mystic hour of one, 
That woman, with her angling rod, 

And finny prize, is gone. 
She hurries by the shadowy path. 

Along the orchard wall ; 
And hideth in the gloomy rooms, 

Deep in the moulder'd hall. 
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Ay DmTATIOX. 

X^IGHTS «e loegr- The night is late. 
^ Ash-loes cxa^Je in the grate. 

Kner «hzill winds howl widiCHit : 
Whirl the widio^d knyes ahont. 
Bright the saddaA emhos fly. 
WocLld, old fi^end, tout face were by ! 
Then a happy peace would blend 
Wim the genial warmdi, mv friend ! 
Rocking of the leafless trees 
Then would not disturb our ease. 
We should miss the winter's cold. 
Chatting of the days of old. 
How line memory, calling back — 
Up the half forgotten track. 
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Which our feet in those lost years 
Trod together^ — smiles and tears 
We have smiled or shed together, 
Would atone for wintry weather ; 
And beguile the tedious nights 
With her stock of old delights ! 
Some, we could no more recover, 
We would scatter rose-leaves over, — 
Fancy's flowers, — as mourners do. 
Others we would share anew. 
Hearty laugh, and witty joke : 
Honest glass, and curling smoke : 
Or read, lingering, o'er and o'er 
Poets' songs that charm'd of yore. 

So would slip our nights away. 
But the dripping of the day 
On the misty eastern hills ; 
Stormy gloom, and frosty chills ; 
Shiver of the barren boughs, 
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Blue-bells in the hollows crowd, 
Like the blue gap in the cloud. 
Cushats coo. Gray woodpeckers 
Fret the barks. The linnet stirs 
In the copses. Sparrows cheep. 
Skies are sunny, storms asleep. 
Winter days are dull and dumb : 
Friend, come when the thrushes come. 
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HART AX 

TT^ASSIXG feet paose, as diey pass, 

^ BjddsIhdesUx^ slate. 

People, if tibej go this waj, 
Bt die tkfaen'd wi<^^ g^te. 

At each other look and say, 

" Pity 1 pity ! sad it was ! " 
Here have Mien as many tears 
As the months in her short years. 

Seven and ten brief sunny springs j 
Scarce so many winter snows : — 

Here the little speedwell keeps 
Watch beside the pale dog-rose. 
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On this hillock, while she sleeps 
Underneath, the red-hreast sings. 

Wedded on an April day ! 

In the Autumn laid away ! 
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A HYMN. 



/^^UR Shepherd feeds His happy sheep 
^"^^ By springs that ceaseless flow : 
He opens unto us, that weep 
His mystic folds to know. 



They follow Him, they follow Him, 
With wandering, willing feet : 

He guards them in the twilight dim, 
He keeps them from the heat. 

They pasture in the heavenly meads : 

The sad worid's busy din 
Can never reach them where He leads, 

Nor sorrow enter in. 
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And dearer than all earth's delights. 

Those meadows, sown of old ! 
Ah, shining days, and holy nights. 

That linger o'er his fold ! 
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THE CHRIST. 

T SEE Thee on Thy Croes, I mark 

Thy uncomplaining woe. 
I see the thorns, the nails, the wounds,-- 

The bloody drops, that flow 
O'er wrist and cheek and trembling feet. 

I see a Holy Thing; 
A soul, rack'd in a rack of flesh ; 

And read above — " A King ! '* 

And is it kingly to be made 
Men's scorn for weal of man ? 

And is it kingly to give all 
We have, bear all we can. 
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For others^ not ourselves ; for each 

Who our best giving scorns ? 
Lord^ pierce these hands, these feet, this heart : 

Weave me a crown of thorns ! 
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MY CREED. 

T AM myself: what care I for 
•^ The nod of king or lord ? 
And if my conscience me approyes. 
Why heed the world's ill-word ? 

If I deserve, what would I more ? 

It is a happy lot. 
Your praise, it is but pain to me, 

If I deserve it not. 

Would I have fame ? — ^let me be found 

Of use ; then I can smile. 
The mole-hill makes as proud an arch 

As does an Abbey-aisle. 
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COUSIN CARRIE. 

np'HIS is the stile where Carrie lean'd : — 

My sister Liv and I 
Came through the summer woods with her, 

And could not pass it by. 
We lean'd among the leafy green, 

And stay'd to chat awhile : 
The happy mom was happier 

With Cousin Carrie's smile. 

The woody thickets closed us round ; 

But sun-beams, slim and fair. 
They gleam'd on Carrie's cheek and neck. 

And loops of yellow hair. 

M 
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TRIBUTE. 

OHALL woman's worth be held disgraced, 
^^^ If beauty fail the lip or cheek ? 
Shall stainless merit stoop abased. 

To those that will not deeper seek ? 
Each look of thine is worth the gems 
Round many royal diadems. 



Of simple manners, — nobly sad ; 

Love-winning eyes for sick or poor ; 
Intent to succour, making glad 

Villager by his cottage door ; 
I see thee move, I see thee go, 
A light amid the gloom below. 



^T^ ^«Z3rSir3E3. 
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Cried he then, " Who cares to pluck 
Flowers, to hawk them with such luck ? 
Let the rest unpluck'd remain ! " 

He laugh'd a merry laugh of scorn ; 

He hurl'd his treasures in the sea : 
And in an hour was sailing far 
Away beyond the harbour bar : — 

No more flowers or fruits brought he. 



THE END. 
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Percy's Keliques of Ancient English Poetry. 3 vols. sm. Svo. 155. 
Half-bound, 18s. Antique calf, or morocco, 1/. lis. M. 

The Book of Ancient Ballad Poetry of Great Britain, Historical, 
Traditional and Romantic : with Modem Imitations, Translations, Notes 
and Glossary, &c. New and Improved Edition. Svo. Half-bound, I4«. 
Antique morocco, 21s. 

THEN^ Cantabrigienses. By C. R Cooper, F.S.A., 
and Thompson Cooper. Volume I. 1500—1585. Svo. 18s. 
Vol. II. 1586—1609. Svo. ISs. 

This work, in illustration of the biography of notable and 

eminent men who have been members of the University of Cambridge, 
comprehends notices of :— 1. Authors. 2. Cardinals, archbishops, bishops, 
abbots, heads of religious houses and other church dignitaries. 3. States- 
men, diplomatists, military and naval commanders. 4. Judges and emi- 
nent practitioners of the ciA-il or common law. 5. Sufferers for religious 
or political opinions. 6. Persons distinguished for success in tuition. 7. 
Eminent physicians and medical practitioners. S. Artists, musicians, 
and heralds. 9. Heads of colleges, professors, and principal officers of the 
university. 10. Benefactors to the university and colleges, or to tht 
public at large. 

The JJarly and Middle Ages of England. By C H. Pearson, 
M.A., Fellow of Oriel College, Oxford, and Professor of Modem History, 
King's College, London. Svo. 12s. 

Choice Notes from " Notes and Queries," by the Editor. Fcap. 
Svo. 5s. each. 

Vol. I.— History. Vol. IL— Folk Lore. 

Master Wace's Chronicle of the Conquest of England. Trans- 
lated from the Norman by Sir Alexander Malet, Bart., H.B.M. Pleni- 
potentiary, Frankfort. With Photograph Illustrations of the Bayeaux 
Tapestry. Medium 4to. Half-morocco, Roxburgh, 2Z. 2s. 
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The Prince Consort's Addresses on Different Public Occasions. 
Beautifully printed by Whittingham. 4to. 105. 6d. 

Life and Books ; or, Records of Thought and Reading. By J. F. 
Boyes, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. bs. ; calf, %s. 6d. 

Life's Probleir\s. By Sir Rutherford Alcock, K. C. B. Second 
Edition^ revised and enlarged. Fcap. 5s. 

Parliamentary Short-Hand (Official System). By Thompson 
Cooper. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

This is the system vmverxalhj -practised by the Government Official Re- 
porters. It has many advantages over the system ordinarily adopted, 
and has hitherto been inaccessible, except in a high-priced volume. 

The Pleasures of Literature. By R. Aris Willmott, M.A. Fxfiii 
Edition, enlarged. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. Morocco, 10s. 6d. 

The Afternoon Lectures on English Literature. Delivered in 
the Theatre of the Museum of Industry, St. Stephen's Green, Dublin, in 
May and June, 1863. By the Rev. James Byrne, M.A.. William Rush- 
ton, M.A., John K Ingram, LL.D., Arthur Houston, M.A., the Ret. 
E. Whately, M.A., R. W. M'Donnell, Esq. Fcap. 8vo. 5*. 

On the Influence of Mechanical and Physiological Rest in the 
Treatment of Accidents and Surgical Diseases, and the Diagnostic Valne 
of Pain. A course of Lectures, delivered at the Royal College of Sur- 
geons of England in the years 1860, 1861, and 1862. By John Hilton, 
F.R.S., F.R.C.S., Member of the Council of the Royal College of Sur- 
geons of England, late Professor of Anatomy and Surgery to the College, 
Surgeon and Lecturer on Surgery at the University of London, &c., &c. 
8vo. 16«. 



By William G. T. Barter, Esq., Barrister at Law. 
The Iliad of Homer literally rendered in Spenserian Stanza. 
With Preface and Notes. Keissue. 8vo. 18«. 

Homer and English Metre. An Essay on the Translating of the 
Iliad and Odyssey. With a Literal Rendering in the Spenserian Stanza 
of the First Book of the Odyssey, and Specimens of tne Iliad. Crown 
8vo. 65. 6rf. 

Life, Law, and Literature ; Essays on Various Subjects. Fcap. 

8vo. 6s. 

Adventures of a Summer's Eve. And other Poems. Fcap. 8vo. 



Hints and Helps for Youths leaving; School. By the Kev. J. S. 

Gilderdale, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. Calf, 8s. 6rf. 

Hints for Pedestrians, Practical and Medical. By G. C. Wat- 
son, M.D. Third Edition, enlarged. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Hints to Maid Servants in Small Households, on Maimers, Dress, 
and Duties. By Mrs. Motherly. Fcap. 8v6. Is. 6rf. 

A Wife's Home Duties; containing Hints to inexperienced 

Housekeepers. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. M. 
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Geology in the Garden : or, The FossUb in the Flint Pebbles. 
With 106 Illnstrations. By the Rev. Henry Eley, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. 6». 

Halcyon : or Rod-Fishing with Fly, Minnow, and Worm. To 
which is added a short and easy method of dressing Flies, with a descrip- 
tion of the materials ased. By Henry Wade, Houorary Secretary to the 
Wear Valley Auffling Association. With 8 Coloured Plates, containing 
117 Specimens of natural and artificial Flies, Materials, &c.,and 4 Flutes 
illustrating Fishes, Baiting, &c. Cr. 8vo. 7s. 6cf> 

A Handy Book of the Chemistrv of Soils : Explanatory of their 
Composition, and the Influence of Manures in ameliorating them, with 
Outlines of the various Processes of Agricultural Anal3r8i8. By John 
Scoffem, M.B. Crown 8vo. 4*. 6rf. 

Flax and its Products in Ireland. By William Charley, J. P., 
Juror and Reporter Class XIV, Great Exhibition 18.51 ; also appointed 
in I8d2 for Class XIX. With a Frontispiece. Crown 8vo. bs. 




SERMONS. 

ARISH SERMONS. By the Rev. M. F. Sadler, M. A., 
Vicar of Bridgwater. Author of " The Second Adam and the 
New Birth." Fcap. 8vo. Vol. I, Advent to Trinity; Vol.11, 
Trinity to Advent. 7». 6rf. each. 

Twenty-four Sermons on Christian Doctrine and Practice, and 
on the Church, By C. J. Blomfield, D.D., late Lord Bishop of London. 
{Hitherto unpublished.) 8vo. 10*. 6d. 

Norwich School Sermons; Preached at the Sunday Evening 
Service of King £dward VI. School, Norwich. By Augustus Jessopp, 
M.A., Head Master. Fcap. 8vo. bs. 

King^s College Sermons. By the Rev. E. H. Plumptre, M.A., 
Divinity Professor. Fcap. 8vo. 2*. 6d. 

Sermons. By the Rev. A. Gatty, D.D., Vicar of EcclesReld. 
12mo. 8f. 

Twenty Plain Sermons for Country Congregations and Family 
Reading. By the Rev. A. Gatty, D.D., Vicar of Ecclesfleld. Fcap. 6». 

Sermons Suggested by the Miracles of our Lord and Saviour Jesus 
Christ. By the Very Rev. Dean Hook. 2 vols. Fcap. 8vo. 12». 

Five Sermons breached before the University of Oxford. By the 
Very Rev. W. F. Hook, D.D., Dean of Chichester. Third Editim. 8». 

Sermons, chiefly Practical. By the Rev. T. Nunns, M. A. Edited 
by the Very Rev. W. F. Hook,"D.D., Dean of Chichester. Fcap. 8vo. 6». 

Sermons preached in Westminster. By the Rev. C. F. Secretan, 
M.A., Incumbent of Holy Trinity, Vauxhall- Bridge Road. Fcap. 8vo. 6s. 

Sermons to a Country Congregation— Advent to Trinity. 3y the 
Rev. Hastings Gordon, M. A. 12mo. (U. 

Sermons on Popular Subjects, preached in the Collegiate Church, 
Wolverhampton. By the Rev. Julius Lloyd, M.A. 8vo. 4s. 6(f. 
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The Redeemer : a Series of Sermons on Certain Aspects of the 
Pmon and Work of oor Lord Jesos ChrUt. B7 W. B. Clark, MA., 
View of Taonton. Fcap. 8vo. 5*. 

The Fulness of the Manifestation of Jesus Christ ; being a Course 
of Kpiphany Lectures. By Hilkiah Bedford Hall, B.C.L., Afternoon 
Lecturer of the Parish Church, Halifax, Author of ** A Companion to the 
Authorized Verwon of the New Testament. Fcap. 8vo. 2*. 

Plain Parochial Sermons. By the Rev. C F. C. Pigott, B. A., 

late Curate of 8t. Michael's, Handsworth. Fcap. 8to. 6«. 

Sermons, Preached in the Parish Church of Godalming, Surrey, 
by the Rev. E. J. Boyce, M.A., Vicar. Second Edition, Fcap. 8to. fit. 

Life in Christ. By the Rev. J. Llewellyn Davies, M.A., Rector 

of Christ Church, Marylebone. Fcap. 8vo. 5t. 

The Church of England ; its Constitution, Mission, and Trials. 
By the lit. Rev. Bishop Broughton. Edited, with a Prefatory Memoir, by 
the Veu. Archdeacon Harrison. 8vo. lOx. 6(/. 

Plain Sermons, Addressed to a Country Congregation. By the 
late E. Blencowe, M.A. 1st and 3rd Series, fcap. 8vo. Is. 6d. each. 

Missionary Sermons preached at Hagley. Fcap. 3». 6rf. 

The Sufficiency of Christ. Sermons preached during the Reading 
Lenten Mission of 1860. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Westminster Abbey Sermons for the Working Classes. Fcap. 

Autlwrized Edition. 1858. 2«. : 1859. 2s. Qd. 

Sermons preached at St. Paul's Cathedral. Authorized Edition. 
18.')9. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

The Christian's Life in Heaven and on Earth. A Selection from 
tlie HerinnnM of the Rev. Richard Sankey, M.A., late Rector of Witney, 
Oxon. Fcup 8vo. 4s. 

Typos of ChrJHt in Nature. Nine Sermons preached in the Parish 
Church of Ktiiincs. By the Rev. T. W. Fowle, M.A., Oxon, late Curate 
of the PuriHh, and now Curate in Charge of the Parish of Holy Trinity, 
Hoxtou. Fcup. 8vo. 2«. 6U. 



J AILY Readinp^s for a Year, on the Life of Our Loi)^ and 
Saviour Jesus Christ. By the Rev. Peter Voting, M.A. Third 
Edition^ improved. 2 vols. 8vo. 1/. \s. Antique calf, 
1/. 16s. Morocco, Hayday, 21. 

Short Sunday Evening Readings, Selected and Abridged from 
various Authors by the Dowager Countess of Cawdor. In large type. 
8vo. bs. 

A Commentary on the Gospels for the Sundays and other Holy 
Days of the Christian Year. By the Rev. W. Denton.A.M., Worcester 
College, Oxford, and Incumbent of St. Bartholomew's, Cripplegate. 
3 vols. 8vo. 42s. Vol. 1. Advent to Easter, 15s. Vol. II. Easter to the 
Sixteenth Sunday after Trinity, 14s. Vol. III. Seventeenth Sunday 
after Trinity to Advent, and other Holy Days, 13s. 
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The Second Adam, and the New Birth ; or, the Doctrine of Bap- 
tism as contained in H0I7 Scripture. By the Rev. M. F. Sadler, M.A. 
Vicair of Bridgewater, Author of " The Sacrament of B^sponsibility." 
Third Edition^ greatly enlarged. Fcap. 8vo. As. 6d. 

The Sacrament of Responsibility ; or, Testimony of the Scripture 
to the teaching of the Church on Holy Baptism, with especial reference to 
the Cases of Infants, and Answers to Objections. iSixth Edition. 6c{. 

Popular Illustrations of some Remarkable Events recorded in the 
Old Testament. By the Rev. J. F. Dawson, LL.B., Rector of Toynton. 
Post 8vo. 8s. 6d. 

The Acts and Writings of the Apostles. By C. Pickering 
Clarke, M. A. Post 8vo. Vol. I., with Map., 7s. 6d. 

A Manual for Communion Classes and Communicant Meetings. 
Addrossed specially to the Parish Priests and Deacons of the Chorch of 
England. By C. Pickering Clarke, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6^. 

Memoir of a French New Testament, in which the Mass and 
Purgatoiy are found in the Sacred Text ; tojjether with Bishop Kidder's 
"Reflections" on the same. By Henry Cotton, D.C.L., Archdeacon of 
Caehel. Second Edition, enlarg&i. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

The Spirit of the Hebrew Poetry. By Isaac Taylor, Esq., Au- 
thor of " The Natural History of Enthusiasm," " Ultimate Civilization,** 
&c. 8vo. 10s. 6rf. 

The Physical Theory of Another Life. By Isaac Taylor, Esq. 
Author of " Logic m Theology," " Ultimate Civilization, &c." New 
Edition. 8vo. 10s. 6d. Antique calf, 2is. 

The Wisdom of the Son of David : an Exposition of the First 
Nine Chapters of the Book of Proverbs. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. 

A Companion to the Authorized Version of the New Testament : 
being Explanatory Notes, together with Explanatory Obsei^ations and 
an Introduction. By the Rev. H. B. Hall, B. C. L. /Second and cheaper 
Edition, revised and enlarged. Fcap. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Reasons of Faith ; or, the Order of the Christian Argument de- 
veloped and explained. By the Rev. Q. S. Drew, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. -is. M. 

Bishop Colenso's Examination of the Pentateuch Examined. 
By the Rev. G. S. Drew, Author of •* Scripture Lands," *• Reasons of 
Faith." Crown 8vo. 3s. 6rf. 

Charles and Josrah 5 or, Friendly Conversations between a Church- 
man and a Quaker. Crown 8vo. 5s. 

Isaiah's Testimony for Jesus. With an Historical Appendix, 
and Copious Tabular View of the Chronology, irom the Original Autho- 
rities. By W. B. Galloway, M.A., Incumbent of St. Mark's, Regent's 
Park, and Chaplain to the Right Hon. Viscount Hawurdeu. 8vo. 14s. 
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Walton's Lives of Donne, Wotton, Hooker, Herbert, and San- 
derson. A New Edition, to which is now added a Memoir of Mr. Isaac 
Walton, by William Dowling, Esq. of the Inner Temple, Barrister-at- 
Law. With Illustrative Notes, numerous Portraits, and other Engrav- 
ings, Index, &c. Crown 8vo. 105. Qd. Calf antique, I5s. Morocco, I8<. 

The Life of Martin Luther. By H. Worsley, M. A., Rector of 

Easton, Suffolk. 2 vols. 8vo. II. is. 

Papers on Preaching and Public Speaking. By a Wykehamist. 

Second Thousand. Fcap. 8vo. 5*. 

This volume is an enlargement and extension, with corrections, of the 
Papers which appeared in the '* Guardian " in 1858-9. 

The Speaker at Home. Chapters on Public Speaking and Reading 
aloud, by the Rev. J. J. Halcombe, M.A., and on the Physiology of Speech, 
by W. H. Stone, M.A., M.B. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Zs. 6a. 

Civilization considered as a Science in Relation to its Essence, its 

Elements, and its End. By George Harris, F.8.A., of the Middl&Temple, 
Barrister at Law, Author of " The Life of Lord Chancellor Hardwicke." 
8vo. I2s. 

The Church Hymnal, (with or without Psalms.) 12mo. Large 
Type, Is. M. ISmo. Is. 32mo. for Parochial Schools, Qd. 

This book is now in use in every English Diocese, and is the Authorized 
Book in some of the Colonial Dioceses. 

Church Reading: according to the method advised by Thomas 
Sheridan. By the Rev. J. J. Halcombe, M.A. 8vo. Zs. 6d. 

The Oflertory : the most excellent way of contributing Money 
for Christian Purposes. By J. H. Markland, D.C.L., F.R.S., S.A. Se- 
cond Edition, enlarged^ 2d. 



Bx THE Rev. J. Erseinb Clarke, of Derby. 

:'EART Music, for the Hearth-Ring; the Street- Walk ; 
' the Country Stroll; the Work-Hours; the Rest-Day; the 
Trouble-Time. New Edition. Is. 

^ The Giant's Arrows. A Book for the Children of 
Working People. 16mo. 6d. ; cloth. Is. 

Children at Church. Twelve Simple Sermons. 2 vols. Is. ea«h ; 
Is. 6d. cloth, gilt ; or together in I vol. cloth gilt, 2s. 6d. 

Plain Papers on the Social Economy of the People. Fcap. 8vo. 
25. erf. 

No. 1. Recreations of the People.— No. 2. Penny Banks.— No. 8. La- 
bourers' Clubs and Working Men's Refreshment Rooms. — No. 4. Children 
of the People. 6d. each. 
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Ci|e Sebotumal lArars. 

Edited by the Very Rer. W. F. Hook, D.D., Dean of Chichester. 

A Series of Works, orifnn&I (v selected finom well-known Cliareh of Eng- 
land Divine*, pablished at the lowest price, and suitable, firom 
their practical character and cheapness, for 
Parochial distribution. 

[ HORT Meditations for Every Day in the Year. 2 vols. 
(1260 pages,) 32mo. Cloth, St.; caU; gUt edges, 9s. Calf 
antique, I2s. 

/« Separate Parts. 
ADVENT to LENT, cloth. U. ; limp calf, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. ; 
LENT, cloth, 9d. : caJf. 2.^. 3d. EASTER, cloth. 9d. ; calf; 2s. dd. TRI- 
NITY, Part 1. U. ; calf, 2s. 6d. TRINITY, Part II. U. ; call; 2s. 6d. 
\* Large Paper Edition^ 4 vols. fc^. 8to. large type. lA*. Morocco, 30«. 

The Christian taught by the Church's Services. (490 pages), 
rojal 321&0. Clnth, 2s. 6d. ; calf. gUt edges, U. 6d. Calf antique, 6s. 

In Separate Parts. 
ADVENT TO TRINITi', cloth, 1*. : limp calf, gilt edges, 2s. 6rf. TRI- 
NITY, cloth, Sd. ; calf, 2s. 2d. MINOR FESTIVALS, 8d. ; calf; 2s. 2d. 

\* Large Piper EdituMy Fcap. 8to. large tjpe. fit. 6d, Calf antique, or 
morocco, 11^. 6d. 

Devotions for Domestic Use. 32mo. cloth, 2s. ; calf, gilt edges, 

As. Calf antique, bs. 6d. Containing : — 

The Commoa Prayer Book the best Companion in the Familj as well 

as iu the Temple, '•id. 
Li tallied for Domestic Use, 2d. 
Family Prayers ; or, Morniug and Evening Services for every Day in 

the Week. By the Bii»hop of 5«alisbary; cloth, 6d.; calf, 25. 
Bi>hop Hall's Sacred Aphorisms. Selected and arranged with the 

Texts to which tney refer. By the Rev. R. B. Exton, M,A. ; cloth, 9d. 

•,♦ These are arranged together as being suitable for Domestic Use; bnt 
they may be had separately at the prices affixed. 

Aids to a Holy Life. First Series. 3*2mo. Cloth, Is. 6d. ; calf, 

gilt edges, 3-«. 6i/. Calf antique, os. Containing: — 
Prayers for the Voong. By Dr. Hook, ^. 

Pastoral Address to a Vonng Communicant. By Dr. Hook, |d. 
Helps to Self- Examination." By W. F. Hook, D.D., ^J. 
Directions for Spending One Day Well. By Archbishop Synge, ^. 
Rules for the Conduct of Human Life. By Archbishop Synge. Id. 
The Sum of Christianity, wherein a short and plain Account is given 
of the Christian Faith; Christian's Duty; Christian Prayer; Chris- 
* tian Sacrament. By C. Ellis, Id. 

Ejaculatory l*rayer; or. the Duty of Offering up Short Prayers to (Jod 

on all LVc;isions. By K. Cook. 2d. 
Prayei-s for a Week. From J. Sorocold. 2d. 

Conipauion to the Altar; being I'rayers, Thanksgivings, and Medita- 
tions. Edited by Dr. Hook." Cloth, 6d. 
%• Any of the above may be had for distribution at the prices affixed ; they 
Riv Hvraaire*! together as beiug suitable for Young Persons and for I*ri- 
vule Devotion. 
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The Devotional Library continued. 

Aids to a Holy Life. Second Series. d2mo. Cloth, 2». ; calf, 
gilt edges, 4«. Calf antique, 5.^. 6c^. Containing: — ' 

Holy Thoughts and Prayers, arranged for l^aily Use on each Day in 

the Week, M. 
The Retired Christian exercised on Divine Thoughts and Heavenly 

Meditations. By Bishop Ken. Zd. 
Penitential Reflections for the Holy Season of Lent, and other Dajrs of 

Fasting and Abstinence during the Year. Qd. 
The Crucified Jesus; a Devotional Commentary on the XXII and 

XXIII Chapters of St. Luke. By A. Homeck, D.D. Zd. 
Short Reflections for every Morning and Evening during the Week. 

By N. Spinckes, 2d. 
The Sick Man Visited; or, Meditations and Prayers for the Sick Boom. 
By N. Spinckes, 3d. 
*,* These are arranged together as being suitable for Private Meditation and 
Prayer : they may be had separately at the prices affixed. 

Helps to Daily Devotion. 32mo. Cloth, M. Containing : — 
The Sum of Christianity, Id. 
Directions for spending One Day Well, ^. 
Helps to Self-Examination, ^. 
Short Reflections for Morning and Evening, 2d. 
Prayers for a Week, 2d. 
The History of our Lord and Saviour Jesus Christ; in Three 
Parts, with suitable Meditations and Prayers. By W. Reading, M.A. 
32mo. Cloth, 2s. ; calf, gilt edges, 4s. Calf antique, bs. 6d. 

Hall's Sacred Aphorisms. Selected and arranged with the Texts 
to which they refer, by the Rev. R. B. Exton, M.A. 82mo. cloth, 9d. ; 
limp calf, gilt edges, 2s. Zd. 

Devout Musings on the Book of Psalms. 2 vols. 32mo. Cloth, 
5s. ; calf, gilt edges, 9.t. ; calf antique, 12s. Or, in four parts, price Is. 
each ; limp calf, gilt edges, 2s. 6d. 

The Church Sunday School Hymn Book. 32mo. cloth, Sd. ; calf, 
gilt edges, 2s. Qd. 
\* A Large Paper Edition for Prizes, &c. Is. 6d. ; calf, gilt edges, 8s. 6d. 




[ HORT Meditations for Every Day in the Year. Edited 
by the Very Rev. W. F. Hook, D. D. New Edition^ carefully 
revised. 2 vols. Fcap. 8vo., large type, 14s. 

The Christian taught by the Church's Services. Edited 
by theVery Rev. W. F. Hook, D. D. New Edition^ fcap. 8vo. large type. 
6s. 6rf. Antique calf, or morocco, lis. 6c/. 

Holy Thoughts and Prayers, arranged for Daily Use on each 
Day of the Week, according to the statea Hours of Prayer. Fifth Edition^ 
with additions. 16mo. Cloth, red edges, 2s. ; calf, gilt edges, Ss. 

A Companion to the Altar. Bein^ Prayers, Thanksgivinffs, and 
Meditations, and the Office of the Holy Communion. Edited by the Very 
Rev. W. F. Hook, D. D. Second Edition. Haadsomely printed in red 
and black. 32mo. Cloth, red edges, 2s. Morocco, 3s. M. 

The Church Sunday School Hymn Book. Edited by W. F. 
Hook, D.D. Large paper. Cloth, Is. 6fl^. ; calf, gilt edges, Zs. 6d. 
*f,* For cheap editions of the above Five Books, see List of the Devotional 
Library. 
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EDUCATIONAL BOOKS. 

A SeriM of Greek aad Latin Anthon. With EngUah Notes. Bro. Edited 
by vuriotto 8(*holHn(. under the dirtsction of G Long, £sq^ ICJL, ClmMsinl 
Lecturer of Brighton College: and the late Ber. A. J. Marlmne, MX, 
Head Master of King JK^dward's School, Bath. 

ESCHYLUS. Bj F. A. Paley, ILA- 18«. 

Cicero's Orations. Edited by G. Long, M.A. 4 toIs. 
Vol. I. 1«».; Vol. II. li*; Vol. IIL 16«.; VoL IV. 18*. 

Demosthenes. By B. Whiston, M.A.^ Head Mmster of Bochester 

Grammar 8eho(rf. Vol. I. 1«». VoL IL preparing. 

Euripides. By F. A. Faley, M.A. 3 vols. 16«. each. 

Herodotus. By J. W. Blakesley, B.D., late Fellaw and Tutor of 

Trinity College, Cambridge. 2 rol*. 32s. 

Hesiod. By F. A. Paley, M. A. lOi. M. 

Homer. By F. A. Paley, M. A. Vol. L [Prtparimg. 

Horace. By A. J. Macleane, M.A. ISi. 

Juvenal and Persius. By A. J. Madeane, M.A. 14s. 

Plato. By W. H. Thompson, M.A. VoL I. [Pr^taring, 

Sophocles. By F. H. Blaydes, M.A. Vol. I. 18*. 

Terence. By E. St. J. Parry, M. A., Balliol College, Oxford. ISt. 

Virtirll. By J. Coninp:ton, M.A., Professor of Latin at Oxford. 

Vol. I. (•uiitttiiiiDK the Baeolics and Oeorgies. 12«. lieprinting. Vol. XL 
contuiniug the i^ueid. Books I. to VI. I4». Vol. III. preparing. 

A ISeriea of Greek and Latin Authors. Newly Edited, with English 
Notes for Schools. Fcap. 8to. 

CAESAUIS Commentarii de Bello Gallico. Second 
Kdition, By G. Long, M.A. bs. 6d. 

Caosur de Bello Gallico, Books 1 to 3. With English 
Notes for Junior Classes. By G. Long, M.A. 2s. 6d. 

M. Tullii Ciceronis Cato Major, Sive de Senectute, Laelius, Sivf 
(lb Ainii'itia, et Epiltolae Selevtae. By G. Long, M.A. 4s. 6d. 

Quinti Iluratii Flacci Opera Omnia. By A. J. Macleane, 6s. dd. 

Juvenulis Satirae XVI. By H. Prior, M.A. (Expurgatc*d 
Edition.) 4«. (W. 
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Grammar- School Classics continued, 
P. Ovidii Nasonis Fastorum Libri Sex. By F. A. Paley. 5». 
C. Sallustii Crispi Catilina et Jugurtha. By G. Long, M.A. 5f . 
Taciti Grermania et Agricola. By P. Frost, M. A. 3». 6rf. 

Xenophontis Anabasis, with Introduction: Geographical and 
other Notes, Itinerary, and Three Maps compiled from recent snrveTS. 
By J. F. Macmichael, B.A. New Edition, bs. 

Xenophontis Cyropaedia. By G. M. Gorham, M.A., late Fellow 

of Trinity College, Cambridge. 6s. 

Uniform imtk the above. 
The New Testament in Greek. With English Notes and Prefaces 

by J. F. Macmichael, B.A. 730 pages. Is. ad. 




This series is intended to supply for the nse of Schools and Students cheap 
and accai*ate editions of the Classics, which shall be superior in mechanics 
execution to the small (German editions now current in this country, and more 
convenient in form. 

The texts of the Bibliotheca Gassica and Grammar School Classics^ so far 
OS they have been published, will be adopted. These editions have taken 
their place amongst scholars as valuable contributions to the Classical Litera- 
ture of this country, and are admitted to be good examples of the judicious 
and practical nature of English scholarship ; and as the editors have formed 
their texts from a careful examination of the best editions extant, it is believed 
that no texts better for general use can be found. 

The volumes will be well printed at the Cambridge University Press, in a 
16mo. size, and will be issued at short intervals. 

^ESCHYLUS, ex novissima recensione F. A. Paley. 3s. 

Caesar de Bello Gallico, recensuit G. Long, A.M. 2s. 

Cicero de Senectute et de Amicitia et Epistolse Selectee, 
recensuit G. Long, A.M. \s. 6d, 
Euripides, ex recensione F. A. Paley, A. M. 3 vols. 3s. 6rf. each. 
Herodotus, recensuit J. W. Blakesley, S.T.B. 2 vols. 7s. 
Horatius, ex recensione A. J. Macleane, A.M. 2s. 6d, 
Lucretius, recognovit H. A. J. Munro, A.M. 2s. 6d. 

Sallusti Crispi Catilina et Jugurtha, recognovit G. Long, A.M. 
ls.6d. 

Thucydides, recensuit J. G. Donaldson, S.T.P. 2 vols. 7s. 

Vergilius, ex recensione J. Conington, A.M. 3«. Gd, 

Xenophontis Anabasis recensuit J. F. Macmichael, A.B. 2s. M, 

Ciceronis Orationes. Vol.1. (Verrine Orations.) G.Long,M.A. 

[In the Press. 
Juvenal and Persius, A. J. Macleane, A.M. [In the Press, 

Novum Testamentum Graecum Textus Stephanie!, 1550. Acce- 
dunt variae Lectiones editionum Bezae, Elzeviri, Lachmanni, Tischen- 
dorfli, Tregellesii, curante F. H. Scrivener, A.M. 4s. Qd. 
Also, on 4to. writing paper, for MSS. notes. Half bound, gilt top, 12s. 
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M t» cMk Fms, cMiMK SnlaMftoflT li«lei. 
IBi^Wfhk«lR<tiMa. Edited WCUfielcMd. ai.tt 
lcrt|Walliinin>iH,comptete TWrt. Edited br Dr. 




4» CWrin XBL inr Yoitairaw Edited by Ju Diier. 
wjb TflfB ■ n i>, yr g^iflwi, EditedlyjaJ.DdiDe. 

cnasnral CaUf9* 8to. 

^CVTABILIA QnHfaun : or, the principal tenses of sach 

IzTvnlar Grwk Verts mad aocli* elauentaiy Gredc, Latin, 
»»irT«»cliC««ssrBctMBS as are of constant occmrence. U.fitf. 
GTy«4: AmdeiM^. Bt the Ber. P. Frost, M. A. It. 
iMm A<v-j«i«<*. Bv the Rct. F. Frost, M. A. Is. 

TW IVwictpWt^ of Latin Sjnttx. Is. 

Ikww^-' l>n)««« : iC5 koding Fonns aod Peculiarities. By J. S. 

A C^kttiX<«* Wf Gr<^?k T«*is, Irre^jnlar and DefectiTe; their 
MarMxaSv tifaMS in ttse. aaid dialectic inflezians ; with a copiou 




Yni-'^rwj: TS>«'jai>r»wa?v tifaMS in wse. aa^d dialectic mflezians ; with a copiou 
.V^«^««^x. x-vasa&mi^bc rara.^irm$ icr canjafatioa. Rales tor formatioo of 
W*«*s *Cv Xv% ^ J- S. E&^ro. T,C.D, Xewr EUtim^rrrised. Zs. 6tL 

Kk^Ms^i KaW* ii> tfv^cM iW Ori^ian Distidi, &a By J. Tate. 



iX AtBa* ^4" Ofcs^cal G^>sjapbv, containing 24 Map ; 
vy«,^«7wr««^)?^W.B«c)M«^and<^tiedb76.Long. Hew EH- 

*»^K ^* ;ii .vC»«tTy^ *«ti:»<*.and an Index of Places. 12s, ^tL 

A I * ra»?**r $cKW Alias i>f Classical Geography. Tlie 

M<^jN» >N^>4r«s-«>p>i V W, Kwr^M^ a»d edited by Q. Long. Imp. 8to. b*. 

Wf^ v^>*wxx*; V*:"^ ^5iJi CSin^<x>ii^§Tcal TaUes of Grecian and 

^^w>M^** >\ «^A^ . V^>C^ *f J<«wii C\rw«J«fy, and a Map of Palestine. 
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Analecta Graeca Minora. With Introductory Sentences, English 
Notes, and a Dictionary. By the Rev. P. Frost, late Fellow of St. iohn's 
College, Cambridge. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Zs. 6d. 

Materials for Greek Prose Composition. By the Rev. P. Prost, 
M.A. Fcap. 8vo. Ss. 6d. Key, bs. 

Materials for Latin Prose Composition. By the Rev. P. Frost, 
M.A. Third Edition. 12mo. 2*. 6d. Key, 4*. 

The Choephorae of .^schylus and Scholia. Revised and in- 
terpreted by J. F. Davies, Esq., B.A., Trin, Coll., Dublin. 8va 7*. 6d. 

A Latin Grammar. By T. Hewitt Key, M.A., F.R S., Professor 
of Comparative Grammar, and Head Master of the Junior School, in 
University College. Third Edition, revised. Post 8vo. 8s. 

A Short Latin Grammar, for Schools. By T. H. Key, M.A., 
F.R.S. Third Edition. Post 8vo. Ss.ed. 

Latin Accidence. Consisting of the Forms, and intended to pre- 
pare bojrs for Key's Short Latin Grammar. Post 8vo. 28. 

A First Cheque Book for Latin Verse Makers. By the Rev. 
F. Gretton, Stamford Free Grammar School. Is. Qd. Key, 2s. 6d. 

Reddenda ; or Passages with Parallel Hints for translation into 
Latin Prose and Verse. By the Rev. F. £. Gretton. Crown 8vo. is. 6d. 

Rules for the Genders of Latin Nouns, and the Perfects and Su- 
pines of Verbs ; with hints on Construing, &c. By H. Haines, M.A. Is. 6d. 

Latin Prose Lessons. By the Rev. A. Church, M.A., one of the 

Masters of Merchant Taylors' School. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

The Odes and Carmen Saeculare of Horace. Translated into 
English Verse by John Conington, M.A., Corpus Professor of Latin in 
the University of Oxford. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo. Roxburgh binding. 
6s. 6d. 

Quintus Horatius Flaccus. Illustrated with 50 Engravings from 
the Antique. Fcap. 8vo. 6s. Morocco, 9s. 

Selections from Ovid : Amores, Tristia, Heroides, Metamorphoses. 
With English Notes, by the Rev. A. J. Macleane, M.A. Fcap. 8vo. 8s. 6d. 

Sabrinae Corolla in hortulis Regiae Scholae Salopiensis con- 
texuerunt tres viri floribus legendis. Editio Altera. 8vo. 12s. Morocco, 21s. 

Dual Arithmetic, a New Art, by Oliver Byrne, formerly Pro- 
fessor of Mathematics at the late College of Civil Engineers, Putney. 
New issue, with complete analysis of all the processes. 8vo. 14s. 

Copies of this analysis, with a new title-page, will be supplied at 3s. 6rf. 
to purchasers of the former issue upon returning the old title-page to thd 
Publishers direct, or through their booksellers. 

The Elements of Euclid. Books I.— VI. XL 1—21 : XII. 1,2; 
a new text, based on that of Simson, with Exercises. Edited by H. J. 
Hose, late Mathematical Master of Westminster School. Fcap. 4s. 6d. 

A Graduated Series of Exercises on the Elements of Euclid : 
Books I.— VI. ; XI. 1—21 ; XII. 1, 2. Selected and arranged by Henry 
J. Hose, M.A. 12mo. Is. 
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3lie Eiiunfiiatitmft and Fi^xres belongms^ ti> the Propositions in 
tbe Fine Six uiiii ]]&rt of thft Eli^icEitb BoatcB of Enc^lid'B Kleni^nU, 
(uiaLUy ruhd ju the UDiTervitiei,) prepared fot StflcleatA in OisometJ?^ 
Ujf the Rtv. J, Br&--!9ie, P.D. iVewj Edit f on. Fc&p. Bv^. li. On evrdtg. 
in P4se, fit, 6cf. \ without the Fii^nirea, Bd. 

A Compendium of Fiuits and Fonnolffi in Piire and Minted 
MathematitKi, For tJn? us« of MHthemHtieul StudeuU^ By G. R> 
' ainftlltfjr, B.A., F.R.A.S. Fca|^ Sto a*. 6^. 

A Table of Anti-Li>garithnis ; eontdning to s^Ten places of dtfCi* 
BmJs, nittQral ttumtiem^ ALtifrw^i<in|r to ilU Lu|f oritliiDS Ironi "04OO1 Us '9^&^i 
■nd nil itnEiroTcd tub It! of G&iuu' Ii^^arirhinM, by vhbb may bii fapad the 
Id^iirithiiL of rb^; b,iji].i of difTtntnct t>i E^o quautiiiL'S. With jlh Appendix, 

HooatttiaLag k Table of Aanuiti^a for thire Join I hive^ at J per ceaL Car* 
iMt. By H. K. Fjlipowiki. Third BUfim. Bvc, iryp, 
idbnok of the Slidt? Rule : sh-iwing its applicability to Arith- 
AMittflaeladinft Int^^resr luid Anuuitif^a; MenEuration, mclndiDi: Land 
0&rirB|1iiff. With numerous Exwnples hrtd os^ful Tjiblea. Hy W. H- 
Bft^loy, (lati^J U, M. Ka^l tiidifl Civil Siyrvice. la mo. fo, 

33andb(>ok of the Dnnble Slide Rule^ Ebowing its applicability to 
Xavij^otidD^ inclDdii^]ir unie remark b od QreLt Cinle Sailing, with nsefol 
Ajtronomirfil Memoranda. By W. K, Bftjiej. IStoix l^*i. M. 

The M&chunicH nf Ccmdtttictifjn ; including the Thet^ries <jti the 
Stniagth of MateriAJi, ttoofd, Aruhi'B^ aad HtLsjjensiQa Brid^^es. With 
amubrcm^ Eiramplira, By Btepbf«u. Fen wick, Jilsq.^ of the Boyal MiUtaiy 
At^deiDy, Woolwich. Svo. L2j. 
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A Nbw Fbbvgh Coussb, bt Moks. F. E. A. Gabc, MA. 

IIBST French Book 5 being a New, Practical, and Easy 
Method of Learning the Elements of the French Language. 
New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. U. 6d. 

French Fables, for Beginners, in Prose, with an Index 
of all the words at the end of the work. Hew Edition. Fcap. 8to. 25. 

Second French Book ; being a Grammar ahd Exercise Book, on 
a new and practical plan, and intended as a sequel to the *' First French 
Book." New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 28. 6rf. 

A Key to the First and Second French Books. Fcap. 8vo. 3f . 6rf. 

Histoires Amusantes et Instructives ; or. Selections of Complete 
Stories from the best French Modem Authors who have written for the 
Young. With English Notes. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Practical Guide to Modern French Conversation : containing : — 
I. The most current and useful Phrases in Every-Day Talk ; II. Evrary- 
body's Necessary Questions and Answers in Travel-Talk. New Edition. 
Fcap. 28. ed. 

French Poetry for the Young. With English Notes, and pre- 
ceded by a few plain Rules of French Prosody. Fcap. 8to. 28. 

Materials for French Prose Composition 5 or. Selections from the 
best English Prose Writers. With copious Foot Notes, and Hints for 
Idiomatic Renderings. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo. 4s. 6rf. Kev, 6(». 

Prosateurs Contemporains : or Selections in Prose, chiefly from 
contemporary French Literature. With English Notes. Fcap. 8vo. 5s. 

Le Petit Compagnon : a French Talk-b<x)k for Little Children. 
With 52 Illustrations. 16mo. 28. 6d. 
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HE French Drama j being a Selection of the best Tra- 
gedies and Comedies of MoliSre, Racine, P. Corneille, T. 
Corneille, and Voltaire. With Argnmehts in English at the 
head of each scene, and Notes, Critical and Explanatory, by 
A. (Jombert. 18mo. Sold separately at U. each. Ualf- 
bonnd, 1«. ^. each. 




COMEDIES BT MOLIEBE. 


Le Misanthrope. 




Les Pr^ienses Ridicules. 


L'Avare. 




L'Ecole des Femmes. 


Le Bourgeois (Jentilhomme. 




L'EcoIe des Maris. 


Le Tartnffe. 




Le Medecin Malgr6 Lui. 


Le Malade Imaginaire. 




M. de Ponueangnac. 


Les Femmes Savantes. 




Amphitryon. 


Les Fonrberies de Scapin. 






TRAGEDIES, & 


C. BY RACINE. 


La ThSbaide, on les Fr^res 




Bajazet. 


Ennemis. 




Mithndate. 


Alexandre le Grand. 




Iphig6nie. 


Andromaqne. 




Les Plaidenrs, (,C<m.) 




Esther.' 


Britannicns. 




Athalie. 


B^r^ce. 






TRAGEDIES, 


&C. BY p. C0RI7E1LLB. 


LeCid. 




Pomp^e. 


Horace. 






Cinna. 




BY T. CORNEILLE. 


Polyencte. 

PLAl 


SBT 


Ariane. 

TOITAIRB. 


Brutns. 




Le Fanatisme. 


Zaire. 




Merope. 

La Mort de C^ar. 


Alzire. 




Orestes. 




Semiramis. 



Le Nouveau Tr^sor : or, French Stndent's Companion : designed 
to facilitate the Translation of English into French at Sight. Fifteenth 
Edition, with Additions. By M. E*** S***»**. 12mo. Roan, 8». 6d. 

A Test-Book for Students: Examination Papers for Students 
preparing for the Universities or for Appointments in the Army and 
Civil Service, and arranged for Greneral Use in Schools. By the ReT. 
Thomas Stantial, M.A., Head Master of the Grammar School, Bridg- 
water. Part I. — History and Geography. 2s. Qd. Part II. — Language 
and Literature. 2s. 6d. Part III.— Mathematical Science. 2s. 6d. Part 
IV. — Physical Science. Is. 6d. Or in I vol., Crovn 8vo., 7s. firf. 

Tables of Comparative Chronology, illustrating the division of 
Universal History into Ancient, S^disval, and S^em History; and 
containing a System of Combinations, distinguished by a particular type, 
to assist the Memory in retaining Dates. By W. E. Bickmore and the 
Rev. C. Bickmore, M.A. Third Edition. 4to. 5». 

A Course of Historical and Chronological Instruction. By W. 
E. Bickmore. Part 2. I2mo. 3s. M. 

A Practical Synopsis of English History : or, A General Sum- 
mary of Dates and Events for the use of Schools, Families, and Candidate* 
for Public Examinations. By Arthur Bowes. Fourth Edition, 8vo. 2s. 
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Under GrOTemment : an Official Key to the Ciyil Service, and 
Ovide for Candidates seeking Appointments under the Crown. By J. C. 
Putensoa, lalaod Revenue, Somerset House. Fourth Edition. Cr. Svo. 
U.6d. 

The Student's Text-Book of English and General History, from 
B. c. 100 to the present time. With Genealogical Tables, and a Sketch 
of th« English Constitution. By D. Beale. Sixth Edition. Post 8to. 
Sewed, 3«. Cloth, 2s. 6d. 

Chronological Maps. Bv D. Beale, author of << The Text-Book 
of EnffUsh and General distory." No. I. England. 2s. 6d. No. II. An- 
eient History. 2s. Or bound together in One Vol., Zs. 6d. 

The Elements of the Ei^^lish Language for Schools and Colleges. 
By Ernest Adams, Ph. D. University College School. iVet& Edition, en- 
larged, and improved. Crown Svo. 4s. 6d. 

The Geographical Text-Book 5 a Practical Geog^phy, calculated 
to facilitate the study of that useful science, by a constant reference to 

the Blank Maps. By M. £ . . . S Second Edition. 12mo. 2s. 

II. The Blank Maps done up separately. 4to. 2s. coloured. 

The Manual of Book-keeping ; by^in Experienced Clerk. 12nio. 
Eighth Edition, 4s. 

Double Entry Elucidated. By B. W. Foster. Eighth EdiiUm, 
4to. 8s. 6d. 

Penmanship, Theoretical and Practical, Illustrated and Explained. 
By B. F. Foster. 12mo. I^ew Edition. 2s. Qd. 

The Toung Ladies' School Record : or, Register of Studies and 

conduct. 12mo. Qd, 

Welchman on the Thirty -nine Articles of the Church of England, 
with Scriptural Proofs, &c. 18mo. 2s. or interleaved for Students, ds. 

Conversations on the Thirty-nine Articles of the Church of Eng- 
land. By the Rev, Kirby Trimmer, A.B., Perpetual Curate of St. George, 
Tombland, Norwich. New Edition^ revised. 18mo. 2s. 6d. 

Bishop Jewel's Ap<»logy for the Church of England, with his 
famous Epistle on the Council of Trent, and a Memoir. 32mo. 2s. 

A Short Explanation of the Epistles and Gospels of the Christian 
Year, with Questions for Schools. Royal 32mo. 2s. 6d. ; calf, 4s. dd. 

Manual of Astronomy : a Popular Treatise on Descriptive, Phy- 
sical, and Practical Astronomy. By John Drew, F.R.A.S. Second Edi- 
tion. Fcap. Svo. 5s. 

The First Book of Botany. Being a Plain and Brief Introduction 
to that Science for Schools and Young Persons. By Mrs. Loudon. Il- 
lustrated with 36 Wood Engravings. Second Edition. 18mo. Is. 

English Poetry for Classical Schools 5 or, Florilegium Poeticum 
Anglicannm. 12mo. Is. Qd. 




Messrs, Bell and Daldy^s Publications, Bl 

BELL AND DALDY'S ILLUSTRATED SCHOOL BOOKS. 

Royal 16rao. 

SCHOOL Primer. 65 Illustrations. 6rf. 

School Reader. [Shortly. 

Poetry Book for Schools. 37 Illustrations. 1». 

Old Testament History, in Simple Language. By the Rev. J. G. 
Wood, M.A. 17 Illustrations. Is. 

New Testament History, in Simple Language. By the ReT. J. 
G. Wood, M.A. 16 Illustrations. Is. 

Scripture Parables. By Rev. J. E. Clarke. 16 Illustrations. Is. 

Scripture Miracles. By Rev. J. E. Clarke. 16 Illustrations. Is. 

The Life of Joseph. Sixteen Illustrations. Is. 

The Story of Bunyan's Pilgrim's Progress. 16 Illustrations. Is. 

Uniform with' the ahoce^f&r general Reading. 
The Life of Christopher Columbus, in Short Words. By Sarah 
Crompton. With a Frontispiece. Fine Paper Edition. 2s, 6o. 

The Life of Luther, in Short Words. By Sarah Crompton. \s. 

Rana ; the Story of a little Frog. By a friend of the Family. 

With Illustrations by an Amateur. Is. 
Heart Music, for the Hearth-Ring ; the Street* Walk ; the Country 

Stroll ; the Work- Hours ; the Rest-Day ; the Trouble-Time. Is. 

Course of Instruction for the Young, by Horace Grant. 

XERCISES for the Improvement of the Senses ; for 
Young Children. 18mo. Is. 6rf. 

Geography for Young Children. New Edition. 18mo. 2s. 
Arithmetic for Young Children. New Edition, 18mo. Is. 6d. 
Arithmetic. Second Stage. New Edition, 18mo. 3s. 




PERIODICALS. 




HE Parish Magazine. Edited by J. Erskine Clarke, 
M. A., Derby. Monthly, price Irf. Volumes for 1859, 1860, 1861, 
1862 and 1863, Is. M. and 2s. each. 

The Mission Field : a Monthly Record of the Pro- 
ceedings of the Society for the Propagation of the Gospel. Vols. II. to 
VIII. post 8vo. 3.^ each. (Vol. I. is out of print.) Continued in Ntunbers, 
from January, 1864, \d, each. 

The Gospel Missionary. Published for the Society for the Pro- 
pagation of the (Gospel in Foreign Parts, Monthly at \d. Vols. II. to 
XIII. in cloth, Is. each. (Vol. I. is out of print.) 



* * Messrs. Bell and Daldy are Agents for the Publications of the 
Society for the Propagation of the Gospel in Foreign Parts. 
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